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CHAPTER I. 

* In Dixie's Land 111 take my standi 
And live and die in Diade." 

Lieutenant Frank Pearson, of the Confed- 
erate Cavalry, was riding slowly through the valleys 
and over the hills along the Saluda River towards 
Columbia, S. C, one sunny day in 1864, meditating 
upon recent events of the Civil War, and wondering 
if he should find his two young lady cousins at the 
Convent school, in the capital city. 

His horse was a beautiful Kentucky bay, full of 
spirit and power, and he did not need the spur to 
keep a moderate speed along the highway, which 
was wet and muddy from recent rain. The horse 
and his accoutrements were bespattered by the 
pasty, red clay of the South, and splashes of the 
pigmented soil covered the rider's cavalry boots and 
gray uniform so freely that butternut color pre- 
dominated. 

The man was of medium weight and rather tall. 

I 
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2 SOUTHERN BUDS 

His regular features, drooping mustache, and long, 
black hair, shaded by the broad-brimmed cavalry 
hat, indicated that he was a typical Southerner. No 
shoulder-straps were visible, but a peculiarly twisted 
and braided strip of dried palmetto leaf, fastened 
upon the front of his hat, distinguished him as a 
member of the famous Palmetto Regiment, of 
Charleston, S. C. Proper uniforms and military 
trappings were scarce in the South, in '64, because 
of the poverty of the Confederacy, and the strict 
blockade maintained by United States men-of-wan 
There was a gunboat in every estuary, and sing- 
ing shells burst frequently along the sandy shores 
and far back in the pine forests. 

The officer sat his horse with graceful abandon 
and relaxed muscles like one long accustomed to 
saddle and road. His saber was hooked up; his 
pistols were covered by his cape, and his face was 
full of fatigue and care. The rolled blanket behind 
the saddle was muddy and stained, and the saddle- 
cloth, faded and torn; but there were elements in 
the tout ensemble that attracted attention and 
awakened suspicion. The rider appeared to belong 
to the Confederate army, but one could see through 
the muddy splashings the equipment of a United 
States cavalryman. The bridle and saddle were of 
Northern manufacture, and the flank of the hand- 
some steed bore the property sign, U. S., burned 
into the skin by a veterinarian of the Union army. 
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What right had this fellow to have a genuine 
Yankee mount? Had he stolen the horse? Was he 
a scout, or a spy? 

There was nothing stealthy or suspicious in his 
movements. He went up hill and down dale, along 
greaf cotton fields, through swampy woodlands and 
hillside forests, singing snatches of a war song, 

** Like a tempest down the ridges, 
Swept the harricane of steel," etc 

His eyes roamed over a familiar country, and his 
horse sniffed the western breeze as if it came from 
home. 

"Halt! Who comes thar?" came a sharp hail 
from the thick woods, which encroached upon the 
sides of the road where a little stream crossed, as 
the lieutenant drew rein to water his tired horse. 

'* A friend of the Confederacy ! *' replied Pearson 
boldly, as he grasped his revolver and peered into 
the canebrake to discover his challenger, who ad- 
vanced quickly, with gun at a ready, into the road 
ahead and down to the rivulet. 

He was a thin-faced, lanky fellow, dressed in 
butternut-colored clothes. He carried a long hunt- 
ing rifle, and had a powder horn hanging at his 
side. Pearson recognized him immediately as a 
Confederate soldier. 

"Dismount and give the countersign!" com- 
manded the man fiercely, unawed and unabashed by 
the rider's soldierly bearing. 
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"I haven't the countersign. I am Lieutenant 
Pearson, of the Palmetto Regiment, and Wheeler's 
Cavalry. I am on my way to Columbia on import- 
ant business. Look at my uniform, and at the 
palmetto on my hat, and let me pass, my good fel- 
loW.'' 

"Not so fast. Mister!'* The picket looked in- 
credulous, and, taking a pistol from his belt, dis- 
charged it in the air, keeping his rifle pointed to- 
wards Pearson. 

A horseman galloped down the opposite hill and 
pulled up in front of the men. He wore a dirty suit 
of gray; his red whiskers and hair were long and 
unkempt, and his sleeves bore the chevrons of a 
corporal. He saluted the lieutenant, who returned 
the courtesy, and the private lowered his rifle. 

"What's the fuss, Munze?" demanded the cor- 
poral, as he looked sharply at the lieutenant and his 
horse. 

" This un 'lows he b'longs ter the Palmettos an' 
Wheeler's Cavalry, an' he hain't no countersign, 
nor nuthin' ter show fur it 'cept a piece er cabbage 
leaf." 

" P'haps, he do. I've seen that kind er uniform 
afoj-e. How is it, yo'se no countersign. Mister 
What's-yer-name? We uns bes er leetle ways frum 
the front, but we keeps good watch er the roads 
an' rivers," said the corporal in a deferential man- 
ner. 
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There was an air of self-possession and fearless 
bravado in Pearson's face, which assured the sub- 
altern that he was in the presence of an old cam- 
paigner. 

" I am a lieutenant in the Confederate service, as 
I have told your picket, I became separated from 
my command, during a fight with the Yankees 
along the railroad between Resaca and Dallas, and 
I could not learn which way my troop went because 
the Yanks- were thicker than toads after a rain. I 
have two lady cousins in the Convent school, at Col- 
umbia, and I thought I might avoid capture by 
riding this way, and, also, warn them and the city 
of approaching danger. Take me to the officer in 
command, and I will soon convince him I am what 
I represent myself to be." 

" Ov course, if yo'se cousins in the city, I reckon 
yo'se on our side, but — ^that U. S. brand looks 
'spicious." 

"Captured,'* said Pearson, patting his horse's 
neck. 

" Oh ! um ! Fine beast. 'D like ter hev him my- 
self," and the corporal chuckled and looked at his 
own sorry nag. " Yo' oughter be keerful, Munze, 
how yo' stop officers ov the regular army. Git on 
picket agin an' look sharp. Come with me, Mr. 
Pearson, we'll go ter Headquarters." 

The picket plunged into the canebrake, and the 
two officers walked their horses up the hill, and 
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soon saw the unfinished walls of the capitol, and 
the beautiful city on the Congaree. 

"These home-guard fellers is cur'ous, Mister. 
That clay-eatin' galoot's frum Nor* Car'liny, but 
he's sure on the trigger. He kin hit a turkey's eye 
at er hundred paces. He might er shot yo' an' 
asked fur the countersign a'terwards. That would 
hev been unpleasant bizness — fur yo'," said the cor- 
poral, half soliloquizing and half addressing Pear- 
son. 

"Rather," replied the lieutenant. "If there is 
anything I'm afraid of, it is a raw recruit. The 
way he puts his feet out in learning to march makes 
one laugh, but, when he handles a gun, I hunt 
cover." 

" I reckon yo'se been thar," said the corporal, 
laughing boisterously. 

The horsemen rode down the hill and turned into 
the main business street near the depot. Cabin 
doors were open and pickaninnies and adult negroes 
stared at the travelers. White folks made groups 
on piazzas and lawns. Wenches ran into the road 
and shook their heads of papered, snaky kinks. 
Children of all shades of brown and white, ragged 
and half naked,, swung their hats and shouted. A 
few melancholy mules, with harnesses of leather 
shreds and frayed rope, stood about the square 
gnawing hitching-posts and fences. Decrepit and 
crippled negroes and white men lounged around the 
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great white house used as Headquarters, and shuf- 
fled aside, as the horsemen dismounted, tossed their 
reins to willing hands, and entered the building. 

Major Mills was writing at a table. He arose 
and shook hands cordially with Pearson, recogniz- 
ing him immediately as a soldier of the South, as 
the corporal made his report and retired with bripf 
instructions. The two gentlemen took a drink, 
lighted their pipes, and sat down to a long confab 
over the recent events of the war. They lamented 
the death of dear Jeb Stuart, General of Cavalry, 
near Hanover Junction, and rejoiced that he had 
been quickly revenged by the killing of General 
Sedgewick, at Spottsylvania Court House. 

" We have had a rough campaign in the moun- 
tains," said Pearson, ** Old Jeff meddled as usual. 
After we had made a brilliant, defensive retreat 
across the Chattahoochee, he relieved General John- 
ston from command, and appointed General Hood. 
The army is cooped-up and fuming behind the 
breastworks of Atlanta, and the Yanks are trying 
to cut our communications south and east in 
order to starve it out. It is so much ^easier than 
fighting. 

" We turned the enemy's left wing, July twenty- 
second, at Leggett's Hill, captured colors and guns, 
and had the Yanks on the run ; but Hood was too 
slow to help us by his sally against the center, and 
we were obliged to retreat to the ^trenches and 
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fortifications. We killed about a thousand Yankees 
and that famous General McPherson. 

" We attacked the right wing, the twenty-eighth, 
at Ezra Church near East Point, and drove the 
beggars, but Hood failed again to support us. He 
was afraid to withdraw men from the western 
trenches, and we again retreated into the fortifica- 
tions. 

" Our cavalry caught General McCook's, at New- 
nan, and General Stoneman's, at Qinton, and 
wholloped both troops handsomely. We killed and 
captured about fifteen hundred men. McCook took 
to the woods, and we brought Stoneman in to keep 
the other prisoners company. 

"Ever been in a cavalry charge. Major? No? 
It is glorious, shocking! The prancing horses; the 
wild riders; the uniform trappings; the shining 
arms; the waving colors, and the advancing line, 
are beautiful and exciting. The bugle calls; the 
charges over the field ; the rattling volleys ; the sharp 
commands; the whistling bullets; the clashing 
sabers; the yells of defiance and of victory; the 
crunch of flesh and bones; the gaping wounds and 
spurting blood; the mutilated men and horses; the 
blanched faces beneath the horses' feet; the cries 
and groans of the wounded and dying; the green 
turf torn and soaked with crimson gore, and the 
fair face of Nature full of agony and death: all 
these delight, terrify, and madden every one." 
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"Ugh! You make me sick, Pearson," remarked 
the Major. 

" You would be worse, if you participated in one 
of our fights," replied Pearson. 

" Well, we had crippled and scattered the enemy's 
cavalry everywhere, and Hood was so elated, he 
thought he would try to destroy Sherman's com- 
munications with Chattanooga. * Now Joe,' said 
he, ' I wish you to cut oflf the grub and the ammuni- 
tion of these cursed Yankees ahywhere between 
Nashville and Atlanta, and you must take two hands 
to it. Do you suppose you can do it? 

" * Can a hungry nigger catch a 'possum up a 
tree?' asked the general, confident because of the 
splendid work of his brigade along the Macon rail- 
road. 

" We went north forty-five hundred strong, struck 
the railroad above Resaca, tore up miles of track, 
burned cars and stations, destroyed the telegraph 
line, gathered many supplies and a thousand cattle, 
and met the Yankees. They came out of the grass 
thicker than grasshoppers; fought us like cata- 
mounts, and chased us into the mountains. My 
iDompany lost heavily, and a raiment of yelling 
devils drove us into the woods east of the railroad. 
My horse was killed, and I found refuge in a thicket, 
where I listened an hour to the yells, shots, and 
dashing of blades. I tried after dark to find my 
comrades, and ran everywhere against Yankee 
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pickets, I suppose they had retreated towards 
Cleveland and Hiawassee. I could not find a trust- 
worthy white man and the d— d niggers pretended 
not to know. 

" I tell you, Major, the country west and north 
of us is overrun by Sherman's barn-burners and 
foragers. Troops are coming from the west like a 
swarm of seven-year locusts. I believe there is a 
regiment at every railroad station from Nashville 
to Atlanta. The main army has crossed the Chat- 
tahoochee and is now besieging Atlanta. My God ! 
I don't know when this business is to end. If the 
Gate City is captured, we will not have anything to 
eat, to wear, or to shoot. It is our principal store- 
house and factory, as you know. Georgia has until 
now escaped the robbers. She is the richest and 
most prosperous state of the Confederacy. Her 
loss would stop the war and break my heart." 

Pearson was much agitated and tears gathered. 

" It would be terrible. We are becoming serious 
here. We have had much of your news by telegraph 
and couriers, but not the details as you give them. 
I am anxious to go to the front, but am kept here 
to guard the prison-pen and a thousand Union 
prisoners. They roam in a stockaded field across 
the Congaree, and burrow in the ground for shelter. 
Provisions are becoming scarce, and they are half 
starved. I pity them, but what can I do, when our 
armies are hungry? Some of them dig out, or 
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jump the dead-line and escape. I am glad of it. 
But how did you get out of the scrape beyond 
Marietta?" 

"O, right smart. I got a horse, evaded the 
pickets, and rode like the devil until I found a 
plantation, where the niggers were faithful, and 
their master was a member of the Legislature, at 
Milledgeville. His family treated me like a son, 
supplied me with food, and by short stops and hard 
riding, here I am.*' 

"Here you are welcome. Lieutenant, but don't 
you take any chances on niggers. They help these 
Yanks to escape; feed and hide and guide them 
north, and believe Abe Lincoln, himself, will come 
here soon and make them free," said the major, as 
he took another drink of com whiskey with his 
guest. 

" Here, Mose, you go take this gentleman's horse 
to the barn, rub him down well, give him a feed of 
com, and bring in his trappings. Mose is an ex- 
ception to the mle, ain't you, Mose?" and the 
major winked at Pearson. 

"What you mean, Majah Mills?" 

" I say, you are no low-down, good-for-nuthin' 
nigger, waiting for a chance to run away to the 
Yankees." 

" No sah, Majah Mills. I'se a Dimocrat. I wuz 
bawn in the Souf ; Fse libbed heah 'bout sixty years. 
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an' Fse gwinter die 'mong my friends, when de 
good Lawd calls me." 

" That is right, Mose. You belong to my party," 
and Pearson smiled at the dignified old servant; 
told him to bring his saddle to his room, and re- 
turned his profound bow, as he went out to look 
after the horse. 

Pearson had dinner with Mills and went to bed, 
and awoke the next morning to find himself, by 
reason of the major's stories, the lion of the place. 
Several city ofiicials were waiting for an introduc- 
tion. Columbia was excited by the approach of the 
enemy, and its citizens welcomed Pearson heartily, 
because he brought news from the front more re- 
liable than they had received by the demoralized 
telegraphic service, or from the lips of panicky de- 
serters. 

Indeed, defeats were made light of, and victories 
were magnified in despatches by orders of the Gov- 
ernment, that hope should not change to despair, 
and arrest the supply of means and men. 

Pearson met the mayor and citizens and tried to 
answer all questions; but a great crowd pressed 
around him, and he was conducted to the hotel 
piazza, where his talk became a speech. 

''The two Yankee mules, Grant and Sherman, 
pull well together!" he shouted. "Grant's genius 
consists in • organization, co-operation, tenacity of 
purpose, and ability to inspire others with confidence 
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in his own powers and plans. Note one of his de- 
spatches to Secretary Stanton, ' I propose to fight it 
out on this line, if it takes all summer/ 

" He has absolute command of a million veterans. 
He has let loose the dogs of war in the Wilderness of 
Virginia, and entrusted other packs to that 
stem-faced soldier, Sherman, whose ability he 
tested in the Vicksburg campaign. He has pushed 
along the bloody trail towards Richmond and met 
General R. E. Lee," — loud shouts and cheers — 
"the lion in his path to the capital," — ^the crowd 
cheered wildly — "and Sherman has unleashed his 
* hell-hounds of war/ as we Confederates call them, 
and harassed and chased that wily fox. General 
Johnston" — ^shouts, yells and hurrahs interrupted 
the speaker for several minutes — "through the 
wild, mountainous country of Tennessee towards 
the heart of the Confederacy. 

" The united armies of Ohio, Tennessee and the 
Cumberland, left their base at Chattanooga, and 
forced a way by maneuvering and fighting among 
our hostile people, and against our army, ever quick 
to seize advantage and to give battle, through Dal- 
ton, Resaca, Cassville, Rome, New Hope, and Mar- 
ietta, across the Chattahoochee. Both generals 
were watchful and cautious, yet, each made mis- 
takes. Johnston attacked Sherman's center, at 
Etowah, with disastrous results, and Sherman made 
futile and desperate assaults at Kenesaw Mountain 
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and lost three thousand men. The large, well-fed, 
finely-equipped Union army, with its splendid arms 
and heavier artillery, drove our army to seek pro- 
tection behind the fortifications of Atlanta." Mur- 
murs, groans and curses, swept like a storm over 
the multitude. 

" The suffering, endurance, fighting and slaugh- 
ter of the half-starved, ragged soldiers of the Con- 
federacy awoke even the sjrmpathy of the enemy, 
and they settled down to the siege of Atlanta, as 
glad of a respite from murderous work, as were our 
exhausted troops behind the breastworks. 

" If Atlanta and Richmond are captured, the 
Confederacy will crumble in pieces like dry hoe- 
cake. The enemy in great force is knocking at 
their doors. 

"We begin to realize the wealth of resources, 
and the tremendous military strength of the United 
States. Business goes on as usual in the great 
North, and there seems no limit to the number of 
recruits for its army and navy. Here, commerce 
is paralyzed, and our last man has enlisted and gone 
to the war. I fear for our country, and b^in to 
believe ours is a lost cause." 

Mutterings of dissent and noisy talk followed this 
frank speech in the middle of Secessiondom, but the 
soldiers and the leading citizens knew Pearson spoke 
the truth, and applauded him with spirit. 

Pearson noticed ladies upon the Convent steps, 
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and went with the mayor to find his relatives. He 
was greeted with admiring glances from a bevy of 
beautiful girls, as he passed into the reception-room. 
The mayor introduced him to the Lady Superior, 
who sent for his cousins. 

Edna and Estelle Burton were two of the pret- 
tiest young ladies of the South. Their mother was 
from a cultured Puritan family in Massachusetts, 
and their father was the son of a Georgia planter, 
who traced his lineage through slave-holding aris- 
tocrats back to the Cavaliers. The children of such 
parents were necessarily beautiful, intellectual, 
sensible, and spirituelle. 

Edna had a tint of brown in her eyes and a glint 
of gold in her brown hair, and was neither blonde 
nor brunette, but of a temperament between, called 
nervous by scientists. 

Estelle was a typical brunette, with all the 
delicacy of features and grace of form of budding 
womanhood. 

Both girls were delighted to see Pearson again 
and permitted him to kiss their cheeks, and he, 
poor fellow, was so astonished at their improve- 
ment since he had seen them, and so dazzled by 
their beauty, that he blushed and mumbled over his 
greeting. He suddenly felt ashamed of his wrinkled 
boots and worn-out uniform, which he had cleaned 
as well as a soldier could. He had noticed the 
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mayor's suit was threadbare, and the ladies' dresses 
were frayed and darned in several places. 

The mayor excused himself, the Lady Superior 
retired to an adjoining room, and Pearson sat upon 
a sofa between his cousins and talked with them 
about school-life, home and the war. 

The school had suffered little from war's alarms, 
but the retreat of Johnston to Atlanta and the 
gathering of Sherman's army before its defenses 
had startled and terrified the people, who were in 
doubt whether it would return west to its base; 
march south, east, or north; or be satisfied to re- 
main in its advanced and dangerous position. 

Boys and old men constituted the home-guard of 
the South. Every male from sixteen to sixty was 
enrolled among the fighters. 

" What a pleasant life you must have here with 
companions and teachers. One rarely appreciates 
the privileges of school-days until they have passed 
forever," remarked Pearson. 

" I suppose that is true, but I long to be at home, 
that I may know what pa and ma are doing, and 
what is going on in the world," said Estelle. 

" Do you fare well? Do you have plenty to eat 
now, when the soldiers are on short rations?" 

" Yes — we would live better, if the niggers were 
not so lazy. Prices are high in consequence. Beans 
are two dollars a quart, turnips one dollar each, 
onions one dollar a piece, sweet potatoes twenty 
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dollars a peck, sorghum seven dollars a quart, butter 
fifteen dollars a pound, coffee ten dollars, mutton 
five dollars, beef six dollars, — in Confederate 
money, or in scraps of appraised iron. One dollar 
in gold is worth twenty-five to fifty dollars in Con- 
federate bills; in the North, three dollars in green- 
backs. A Confederate takes his money to market 
in a basket, and brings home his purchases in his 
vest pocket. We are lucky in having the Treasury 
plant here. Pa sends gold to the Superintendent, 
and he prints and gives us beautiful bills.'' 

"Estelle goes marketing with the housekeeper. 
How do you fare in the army?*' said Edna. 

" You ought not to ask me — ^better in the summer 
than in winter. We have rations — rather short in 
variety and quantity most of the time — and pig, 
chicken, turkey, squirrel, 'possum, coon, crow, buz- 
zard — ^any old thing we can buy, shoot, or steal.'' 

Looks of horror spread over the girls' faces, and 
they uttered exclamations of astonishment and pity. 

"I thought the Commissary issued regular 
rations to each soldier," exclaimed Edna with in- 
dignation. 

'* He does when he has them, but our Commis- 
sariat is as empty as our tobacco warehouses. We 
find it more and more difficult to exchange our 
cotton for necessities. The schooner Cisneros is 
lost; the Altamaha and the Ogeechee rivers are 
closed, and blockade-runners find it very difficult to 
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pass the blockade at Charleston and Wilmington. 
I would often have given a dollar for a pinch of 
salt, and five dollars for a cup of coffee/' 

"You poor, dear cousin!" exclaimed Edna, as 
tears started in her eyes and she moved nearer to 
him. 

Estelle excused herself and left the room, with 
a handkerchief to her face, and returned soon and 
handed Pearson a package, saying, " A present for 
you, cousin." 

Pearson found it contained salt, and laughed. 
Then he took Estelle's hand and kissed it, and 
thanked her feelingly. " It will be doubly precious 
to my comrades, when they know it comes from 
Judge Burton's daughter," he said, as he put the 
treasure in his pocket 

" Cannot I get you something? What is the next 
most precious thing?" inquired Edna anxiously. 

" Matches ! They are scarcer than an honest 
nigger, and a thousand of them would buy one, 
since the emancipation proclamation." 

Edna went out and brought in another bundle, 
which she said contained matches, and, when the 
lieutenant opened it in camp, he found besides the 
matches a tintype picture of herself and sister. 

" Do you think we are in danger here, Frank? " 
asked Edna. 

"In danger of what?" 

"Of an eruption of the Northern barbarians; of 
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capture, insult, and, perhaps, death? Our journals 
and orators declare the Northern soldiers are brutal 
and immoral ; that they commit robbery, arson, out- 
rage, and murder everywhere." 

" These are the fruits of war," replied Pearson. 
" General Sherman says, * War is Hell,' and I begin 
fo believe it He maintains reasonable control 
over his soldiers, as do our generals; but there are 
devilish men in every army, and the demoraliza- 
tion, which prevails for a time in every captured 
city, covers many crimes. If Columbia should fall, 
you must flee, and I will try to get here in time to 
help you. I hope Sherman will be forced to re- 
treat, or to remain around Atlanta. General Hood 
will not be satisfied to stay besieged. He will drive 
the enemy back to Tennessee." 

"How delightful I" exclaimed Estelle, clapping 
her hands. " Mother writes us, * Do not be afraid. 
The Northern soldiers are as intelligent, honest, 
moral and humane, as our own. The officers main- 
tain rigid discipline, and protect civilians in their 
homes, and prisoners in their power.' 

" She says, * Every one North reads the news- 
papers, understands the negroes are now free, and 
wishes only to restore the Union. The abolition- 
ists love freedom more than the negro. They are 
opposed to negro equality, miscegenation, and in- 
justice to our white race, and you must not believe 
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the monstrous misrepresentations and lies of the 
Southern press/ " 

" You should not tell Frank what ma says/' 
said Edna gravely. 

" Don't worry, Edna; I have heard as much from 
Unionists; but she ought not to show her sympathy 
too openly," said Pearson. 

" I have a better opinion of Northern soldiers 
than formerly," declared Estelle. " I was at Camp 
Sorghum, a while ago, where the Union prisoners 
are confined, and my heart bled for them. They are 
dirty, ragged and half-starved. They have no pro- 
tection from the cold and the weather except in holes 
that they have dug in the ground, and in a few 
small sheds built of fragments of boards. Though 
they fare worse than our hogs, and have less cloth- 
ing than our slaves, they are cheerful, courageous 
and hopeful. 

"They are dying fast from bad water, insuffi- 
cient food, climatic diseases and exposure. A des- 
perate officer recently walked deliberately to the 
dead-line and was shot. They get parched corn, 
pone, rice and pork. Some of the men have money 
and buy extras. They tunnel under the stockade 
and sometimes escape, though the major often puts 
in a Southerner, as a prisoner, to watch and betray 
them, which I think is real mean. 

"They sing, pray, dig, cook, wash dishes, chop 
wood, sew their clothes, whittle checkers and chess- 
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men, play games, have school, and lecture on a 
variety of subjects. 

" Three officers obtained permission to visit some 
acquaintances in the jail, on this side of the river, 
and promised they would return before dark. A 
Confederate officer was sent along as a guard, who 
made a call at the Mint on the way back, and took 
so many juleps the Union men were obliged to lead 
him home. 

" * Had I been in your place, gentlemen,' said 
the major, when he received them, *I would not 
have returned.' 

"*But, sir; we told you we would come back,' 
replied Major Benson, a handsome man from a 
Massachusetts regiment. *We are, however, — I 
for one — ^am going to leave you very soon.' And he 
did. He and three other officers ran across the dead- 
line one dark night, were fired at, but got safely 
away." 

" I hope they will reach the Union lines," cried 
Edna. 

" I'm glad of it. If we cannot treat our prisoners 
of war like men, we ought to parole them and give 
them safe conduct out of the Confederacy," re- 
marked Pearson. 

" I am informed by pa, the prison-pen at Ander- 
sonville, Ga., is worse than ours. It is a disgrace 
to our authorities," said Estelle. 
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" You have a right to your opinion/' said Frank 
gravely. 

" I believe with pa, the antagonism of material 
interests between the North and South has made 
the people of each section so angry, they cannot be 
reasonable," said Edna. 

"Oh! you little rebels!" exclaimed Pearson; "I 
will write to your father that you are becoming 
sympathizers with the enemy, and the presence of 
so many good-looking prisoners is absolutely dan- 
gerous." 

"Don't be a goose, Frank. Pa taught us tQ 
realize our thoughts, and to express them in proper 
language. He would not believe his daughters 
could do any wrong," replied Edna. 

" Probably not. He is becoming rather indiffer- 
ent himself. His one defective eye relieves him 
from military service, and his wisdom prevents him 
from taking a civil office." 

" You might take a lesson from him — ^since you 
think our cause is lost — ^we heard your speech," 
said Estelle. 

"No, no! I have only my sword for my for- 
tune. I will die in the last ditch with my comrades 
—or escape at last to a foreign land." 

"You must live for a bright future. AH will 
not be lost," said Estelle with emotion, and she 
laid her hand caressingly upon his and thrilled him 
to his heart. His ardent gaze met hers, so full of 
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sympathy and affection, and she dropped her eye- 
lids quickly. Her feelings were misunderstood, but 
his were only too plainly manifested. 

" I will expect you to live in Savannah, after the 
war, Frank, and we'll go down to Tybee on ex- 
cursions, and ride out to our plantation at Bonaven- 
ture," said Edna cheerfully. 

"You're a darling/' said Pearson, kissing her 
hand. 

" I shall not die, if I can help it — ^it is so much 
better to live— but I must do my duty to the 
State." 

Girls were passing the parlor door and looked in 
with envious eyes, and slaves were clearing away 
shriveled stalks from the flower-beds along the 
driveway. Major Mills came in, saluted the ladies, 
and informed Pearson they were to dine with the 
mayor at two o'clock. 

"Thank you, Major; but I am hardly present- 
able in these clothes — I haven't my trunk with me," 
answered the lieutenant ruefully. 

" Circumstances beyond our control will prevent 
its being a full-dress affair," said the major, smil- 
ing grimly. 

The mayor's house was situated in the midst of 
a green lawn. Great poplars and oaks cast shadows 
over the walks, the flower-beds and the driveways. 
One got glimpses through the shrubbery of the 
white house, with its grand columns and inviting 
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gable. The broad piazza held out hands of wel- 
come, and the open door beckoned to the invited 
guests. A glance inside the main room leading off 
the hall revealed luxurious furnishings and the re- 
fined taste of the dwellers. 

The turkey and fixings appealed strongly to all 
for favor, but the gentlemen manifested a coarse 
predilection for chuck and cabbage, which seemed 
strangely out of place among the delicate china, 
cut-glass, massive silver, and decanters of good 
wines. Pearson had not partaken of such a feast 
since he had begun campaigning, in '6i. He was 
surprised at the comfort and contentment around 
him, and he ate much and talked little until Judge 
Lytle begun to question him like a prosecuting 
attorney. 

" I suppose Atlanta must be warm this winter? " 
said the judge, who was up from Charleston for a 
rest. 

" Yes, in the ditches and the bombproofs," re- 
plied Pearson. 

" Is it difficult to pass through the lines?" 

" Not if you know the country. The best way 
is through Grant's land, where McPherson was 
killed." 

"That sortie was beautifully planned and exe- 
cuted," said the major, 

" If General Hood had supported us, we would 
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have driven the Yanks across the Chattahoochee/' 
declared the lieutenant. 

"I believe you. Our men always fight bravely 
enough, but ludc seems to have left us/' observed 
the mayor. 

** I am afraid our soldiers are losing hope, and 
are tired of fighting/' said Lytle. 

"One cannot blame them; think how long they 
have been away from their homes/' observed the 
hostess. 

"We cannot spare a man now — ^many are in 
Northern prisons, and too many have taken French 
leave/' remarked the judge. 

" We have great confidence in General Wheeler. 
I trust he is in good health?" said the Lady Su- 
perior. 

"Thank you. He was well when we parted. 
The Yanks made it hot for us beyond Marietta, and 
it was sauve qui peut" replied Pearson. 

"We rejoiced greatly over the victories at 
Newnan and at Clinton. It was feared Stoneman 
might liberate the prisoners at Andersonville and 
at Macon, and come here to seize our treasures," 
observed the mayor. 

"There is ho doubt he had some such inten- 
tions," said the major. 

"We have great stores of personal and public 
property here," continued the mayor; "the arsenal, 
machine-shops and warehouses are full of provi- 
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sions, clothing, ammunition and military supplies. 
Thousands of bales of cotton are piled in avail- 
able places. The banks are bursting with silver, 
gold, and family-plate, deposited for safe keeping. 
Many private residences are filled with pictures, 
furnishings and treasures, belonging to the citizens 
of Charleston. We consider this center of the Con- 
federacy safe from the enemy. Columbia must 
never be surrendered." 

"I believe Atlanta is equally rich in supplies 
and treasures," remarked the judge. 

" O, that wooden town should not be compared 
with our beautiful capital." 

"I beg your pardon, Mayor. Atlanta and its 
fortifications make quite a patch on the face of 
Georgia. The city is the gateway to the west," de- 
clared Pearson with some asperity. 

"Pardon me. Lieutenant; I forgot you were a 
Georgian. It is a fine place, no doubt — ^very valua- 
ble to the Confederacy. It should be defended at 
all hazards." 

" I will tell General Hood what you say, when I 
return." 

"When do you go, Lieutenant?" asked the 
hostess kindly. 

" To-morrow, Madam. I must find the cavalry, 
or report soon inside the fortifications." 

"So soon, Frank?" cried the girls. Edna 
looked at him with tearful eyes. 
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" I wish I could go with you/' said the major. 

"Our prayers will attend you, Mr. Pearson/' 
said the Lady Superior in a tone of gentle sym- 
pathy. 

"Thank you, Madam. I shall remember you 
and others in the lone watches of the night," said 
Pearson, looking at the serene brow of the lady 
and then at the troubled faces of the girls. 

"Do you have a prayer upon your lips, when 
you go into battle?" 

" I am sorry to say, it is more likely to be a curse. 
When the bugle sounds the charge, I grasp pistol 
and saber, spur my horse' onwards, and shoot and 
strike down all opposition. I lose all consideration 
of danger, and strive to lead my comrades into the 
midst of the enemy. It is like plunging into the 
rapids of a river, where you may strike a rock and 
never rise again, but you are mad with excitement 
and take the chances. 

"You struggle in the maelstrom of writhing 
forms and rearing horses, yelling, shooting, striking 
and killing, until the bugle sounds a retreat, or you 
are driven back, or the troop moves to the right or 
the left and carries you where you are most needed. 
Sometimes you halt among the dying and the dead, 
noting wounded or lost comrades and getting in- 
formation of their heroism and fatalities. Then a 
wounded enemy, perhaps, may raise himself and 
shoot a bullet through your clothes or body, and 
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some of your men will kill him without waiting for 
orders. Pardon my plain speaking, ladies; war is 
a brutal business, and you people at home know 
only the glamour and romance of it." 

The hostess had covered her face with her hand- 
kerchief. The Lady Superior had her hands folded, 
her eyes closed, and her face turned upward in 
prayer. The girls were quivering with excitement. 
The gentlemen turned uneasily in their chairs. 

The judge broke the silence with the remark, 
"A most realistic description, sir! A disagreeable 
occupation! I think I prefer civil life." 

" Yes, Judge, we are too old for such work. A 
large majority of the soldiers are between sixteen 
and thirty years of age," added the mayor, 

"We are losing the flower of our youth, and 
mortgaging the future. * In peace, children bury 
their parents; but, in war, parents bury their chil- 
dren.' I fear the people are losing confidence in the 
Davis government. This seems to be a rich man's 
war, and a poor man's fight," said the judge. 

" We shall all be poor enough, if the enemy con- 
tinue to overrun our territory, as they have been 
doing of late," remarked the major. 

" How long is this to continue? " asked the Lady 
Superior. 

"As long as the crazy abolitionists, hired mer- 
cenaries, and deluded mudsills of the North, rob us 
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of our slaves, destroy our property, and deny us the 
inalienable right of self-government." 

"I thought you had a Jbetter opinion of the 
Yankees," remarked Estelle timidly. 

** They are farmers, mechanics, and shopkeepers, 
led by a few gentlemen." 

"You are prejudiced against honest labor, Ma- 
jor," said the judge. " Our labor is done by slaves ; 
hence, we consider it degrading. Our poor whites 
would rather go hungry than work. Our sons seek 
a profession, or inherit a plantation. 

" In the North, a non-worker is considered lazy 
or sick. All honest labor is thought honorable, and 
education is so general that few occupations dis- 
qualify a man from being a gentleman. There are 
more colleges in New England, than in all the rest 
of the United States. Do not undervalue the 
Puritan, Major; he is quite as admirable a char- 
acter as the Cavalier." 

" Why, Judge ! you are about as radical as Bur- 
ton. This comes from our young men going to 
Northern colleges to be educated," said the major. 

" I quite agree with you, sir. Many of our young 
ladies have been taught isms, ologies, and heresy 
there, to the everlasting injury of their souls," de- 
clared the Lady Superior. 

" Ma would not have sent us North if she could 
have done so. She preferred we should be educated 
as ladies, rather than as bluestockings," said Edna. 
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"That IS very commendable in your mother, 
since she is such a bluestocking herself," 

" Mrs Burton is one of the most interesting and 
charming women I have ever known/* remarked 
the judge, bowing towards Edna. 

"What does Burton think about the failure of 
compromise and the prospects of peace, Judge?" 
asked the mayor. 

"He says, *The Government at Washington 
is determined that those who first assailed the 
supremacy of the law by taking up arms shall 
first lay them down, and acknowledge National 
Supremacy over State Sovereignty.' This would 
annul Secession and restore the Union." 

"We shall never do it. We demand the with- 
drawal of the Northern forces. We wish to be let 
alone. Each state is Sovereign, and the Confed- 
eracy an amicable union of states for the general 
safety. The Mason and Dixon line is our frontier, 
and our brave soldiers will beat back the invaders 
of our sacred soil." 

"You will pardon me. Mayor, but you forget 
conditions," said Pearson. "The enemy will not 
stay beaten back. We drove them at Bull's Run, 
Malvern Hill, Harper's Ferry, Fredericksburg, 
Antietam, and Cedar Creek, and they rose again 
from the ashes of their camp-fires well fed, well 
clothed, and fierce for battle. Our soldiers, hungry, 
ragged and sick^ shut their teeth and go at them, 
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feeling they would rather die than longer endure 
their privations." 

" You are right, Pearson. The enemy is beating 
us back steadily," added the majon "The loss of 
the Mississippi River stopped our supplies of beef 
and mutton; the ravaging of our plantations from 
Tennessee to Mississippi, and the disaffection of the 
negroes, have cut short our crops of rice, corn and 
wheat. Our accumulated provisions are diminish- 
ing rapidly, and our principal communication with 
the outside world by way of Wilmington is seri- 
ously threatened. If we cannot get food, clothing, 
medicines and ammunition for our army, we shall 
be obliged to retreat farther, and the unequal strug- 
gle will soon end." 

" I thought our darkest days had passed," said 
the Lady Superior with a sigh. " Loss of kindred 
has afflicted every family; many brave men are lan- 
guishing in Northern prisons ; our slaves have been 
liberated; our people are reduced to poverty; the 
Sumter, Nashville, Florida and Alabama are at the 
bottom of the sea, and our principal cities are held 
by the enemy. What more misery must we en- 
dure?" 

"With God's help, nothing more," replied the 
mayor; " although, if the Union army continues to 
advance, it might be possible — ^barely possible, but 
not probable, Judge — ^that our^generalsjBvould be 



Digitized by 



Google 



32 SOUTHERN BUDS 

forced to surrender, and subject us to the indignity 
of being a conquered people." 

" No, never ! there will be a fire in the rear soon. 
Our friends in Northern cities, in Canada and in 
Indiana, will find means to aid us. Our soldiers in 
Northern prisons will be freed; epidemics of dis- 
ease will be started ; cities will be burned, and Mor- 
gan, Moseby and Forrest will lead armed hosts to 
our rescue. Let the enemy beware ! Have you not 
heard of the Knights of the Golden Circle?" said 
the judge. 

The mayor nodded and the major winked at Pear- 
son. The ladies felt considerable curiosity, but 
asked no questions. 

" Here is to South Carolina, the first state of the 
Confederacy ! " said the mayor, lifting his glass, 
and all drank the toast with enthusiasm. 

The ladies withdrew and the gentlemen remained 
at the table for some time longer, in order to smoke 
and talk. 

" I hear Grant refused to exchange prisoners, be- 
cause our men are able to rejoin the army im- 
mediately, while his must be invalided to recover 
from the effects of our climate," observed the judge 
smiling. 

"That is the latest news, and is a reflection on 
Camp Sorghum," remarked the mayor, laughing at 
the major's confusion. 
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'* The Yanks are as well fed as our soldiers— ex- 
cept when they are invited out," said the major. 

"I can testify to the truth of that statement," 
added Pearson. 

"By the way, Pearson, Mose came to me this 
morning with big eyes and an air of mystery, and 
said, * Marse Mills, I don't know 'bout dat young 
gemman ; he 'peers one ov we uns, but I axe yo' ter 
look at dat Yankee saddle an' bridle, an' dat U. S. 
mark on de boss.' " 

" I examined the outfit and horse, and was sur- 
prised to find them as Mose had represented." 

The gentlemen looked at the lieutenant gravely 
and suspiciously. He flushed and laughingly ex- 
claimed: 

" Ha, ha f Mose is truly loyal. We were retreat- 
ing into the woods at the Resaca fight, when my 
horse was killed just in time to spoil the aim of a 
cavalryman, whom I shot before he could reach 
me. I plunged into a thicket, and lay there all night 
lamenting my poor horse. My comrades had re- 
treated north and left me alone in the midst of the 
enemy. A riderless horse came into the woods about 
daybreak and nibbled the foliage along the way. I 
came out of my hiding place and spoke to him; he 
came up to me and looked at me pitifully with his 
great, liquid eyes ; I held out my hand, and he kissed 
it, and rubbed his nose along my arm. He was as 
lonesome as I was^ and lamented his master, as I 
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did my horse. I fastened my blanket and overcoat 
upon the saddle, mounted him and rode away, with 
a picket's bullet singing in my ears. The horse gave 
a glad whinny, as I gathered up the reins, which 
attracted the attention of a sleepy sentinel not far 
away. The noble steed carried me quickly beyond 
pursuit, and we have been boon companions ever 
since.'' 

" Capital ! " exclaimed the mayor. 

" Very remarkable ! You must tell the incident 
to the ladies," observed the judge. 

" I congratulate you, Lieutenant, on securing one 
of the finest mounts I have seen since the war began. 
He is fit for a general," said the major with en- 
thusiasm. 

" He may carry a general, yet. Lieutenant," added 
the mayor, patting the young officer on the 
shoulder. 
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CHAPTER II. 

**Qiii Tive? ' The sentry's musket ringSt 
The channeled ba]ronet gleams." 

The next morning a spirited horse galloped out 
the Augusta road, carrying a refreshed and cheerful 
cavalryman to the front, and Pearson approached 
Atlanta the evening of the fourth day. He had 
heard all day frequent reports of heavy guns, and 
had learned from persons along the route that Gen- 
eral Hood held Atlanta, and Sherman was shelling 
the fortifications and the city. 

He met many woebegone, ragged and hungry de- 
serters from the Confederate army, and, when he 
tried to turn them back, and upbraided them for 
deserting the cause at such a critical time ; they said, 
* they were sick of fighting without food, clothing, 
blankets and tents, and were going back to the piney 
woods to see their families.' 

He rode through swamps of cane and poplar, 
where the water was up to his horse's knees, and 
the banks around were carpeted with pine needles; 
across little clearings, with log-cabins and crowds of 
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negroes; and among thousands of stately pines, 
whose dense foliage shut out the sun and sang to 
the touch of the west wind. He plunged into the 
black forest away from the road to rest and feed 
his horse, and eat and smoke by a little fire behind 
an upturned stump. Then he would gallop swiftly 
onwards, patting his horse's neck and talking to 
him. Once, as he crossed a dark ravine, he heard 
a shot, and a bullet whistled near his head. He 
spurred his horse to greater speed, grasped his 
pistol, and bent his body to the horse's neck until 
he had gained a clearing. 

" The desperate vagabonds would kill a man for 
a hoecake and a horse," he muttered. 

He drew rein near a cluster of cabins of a great 
plantation, and negroes gathered round him, and 
others gazed at him curiously from doors and win- 
dows. An old man cared for his horse, and some 
slave women prepared a meal for him. 

" Bress de Lawd I De wah am 'bout ober," said 
the old man. " We uns has bin skinned worse *n er 
'possum fur bakin' by de sogers ob both armies. 
Yo'se de third Union officer what's bin heah sence 
de Sabbath day, an' I specs Mistah Linkum will 
cum 'fore long now shuah." 

" Ah ! the foragers of each army have visited the 
plantation?" said Pearson, who chose not to cor- 
rect the negro's mistake in regard to his nationality. 

" Yas, Marse; de Yankees cum frum Atlanta an' 
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wuz berry perlite ter missus up yander, an* said 
dey'd pay fur an3rthing dey tuk; an' dey tuk mos' 
eberjrting, an' missus do right smart tradin'. Dey 
gib her er han'ful ob money— one piece dat shined 
like de sun. Golly! wouldn't I like ter hab er 
han'ful ob dat Yankee money! But she needed it 
fur shuah. We's had hard times gettin' suthin' ter 
eat an' ter cover our nakedness, fur tree long years. 
Marse's bin down ter Charleston mos' ob de time. 

" While de officers wuz round de missus, some ob 
de sogers cum down heah fur chickens an' eggs an' 
frolic wid de wimmin folks. Dey chased dem froo 
de com an' wuz real friendly. De wimmin wuz 
skeered, but I tole 'em de Northern 'bolitionists 
lubbed de cuUud folks mor'n our white peoples did. 
You oughter seen de sogers git when de music 
sounded. Dey done gone in er minit, an' we wuz 
left alone in our mis'ry." 

"Indeed! You like the Federal soldiers then?" 
said Pearson, biting his mustache. " There are al- 
ways a lot of rollicking blades in every army, Uncle, 
and they are not very particular as to the color of 
their female associates." 

" Dat 'peers ter be true, Marse, in de Souf, an' 
in Hebben, fur de good Lawd don't make no 'ticular 
inquiry 'bout cuUud skins, when de relations ob 
Shem, Ham, an' Japhet cum er knockin' at de 
Golden Gates." 

"Have you seen any Confederates here lately, 
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Uncle?" asked Pearson sharply, for the old, gray 
negro was becoming too familiar in his remarks. 

" Yas, Marsc, dey cum stragglin' 'long ebery day 
an' night. We find dem in de shacks, an' cabins, an' 
under de houses. D^ is powerful hungry an' 'buse 
de wimmin, when dey don't wait 'pon dem quick. 
Dey don't git much fruiti de cullud people 'cause 
we's all Union folks 'bout heah." 

"The devil you are!" exclaimed Pearson, for- 
getting his role for a moment. " Why are you all 
for the Union, Uncle?" 

" 'Cause we wants our freedom. We's tired bein' 
slabes, an' sold ter strangers, an' parted frum our 
own blood an' kin. We nevah have any ting fur 
our own. We know we'll nebber git free 'nless 
Marse Linkum sends his sogers down heah ter take 
us away frum our masters. He's cumin'! Don't 
yo' heer dem guns a boomin' ? Dey say, * Hole on. 
Uncle Jeems, we's on de way ter Rock Dale ter set 
yo' free. Wait a leetle longer.' An' we's waitin', 
sah. We's all ready to move right 'long wid de 
Union army; me, an' my ole woman, an' the grow'd 
up chil'ern. We pray de good Lawd ebery day an' 
night ter hurry. De day ob Jubilee am cumin' 
shuah." 

The old negro's face shone with hope and ecstasy, 
and he cast his eyes upward as if to pray. 

" Those d -d Yankees will kill all of you old 

critters, put the boys in front of themselves in battle, 
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and carry off your young wenches," exclaimed 
Pearson, out of patience at last with the grizzly, de- 
crepit octogenarian. 

" Why yo' speak dat way 'bout yore army, sah ? " 
asked the astonished, and frightened old negro. 

" My army ! Hell ! I don't belong to that side— 
I'm a Confederate," replied the lieutenant fiercely. 

The old man removed his dilapidated, black hat, 
dropped upon his knees, and in plaintive, broken 
voice mumbled, " 'Fore Gawd, Marse, I's sorry ! I 
axe yore pardon, sah. I's not intendin' ter 'suit yo' 
or de cause yo' fight fur. I thought yo' one ob 
Marse Linkum's men. If yo' is a Confederate, 
what fur yo' got dat saddle, an' dat boss wid U. S., 
Uncle Sam, on his flank ? " 

" Uncle Sam? U. S., United States, you d d 
ignoramus! I stole the horse from the Yanks, of 
course," replied Pearson, then he laughed heartily, 
while the kneeling negro trembled with fear lest he 
might be killed for his treasonable utterances. 

" Hab mercy, Marse! " 

" Get up, you old carrion ! I think I had better 

go and tell your mistress what a d d traitor she 

has on the plantation, and have you whipped," said 
the officer, eyeing the man sharply. 

" O, missus knows — ^an' de oberseer's done gone 
away, an' I's too old ter change my 'pinions, sah." 

" Well, get my horse ready while I take a snack," 
said Pearson, who sat upon a rickety bench by a 
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shining pine table and ate bacon, hoecake and syrup, 
and drank smoky com coffee, with as much relish 
as he had manifested at the mayor's banquet in 
Columbia. He smoked awhile, pulled the kinks on 
several woolly heads, slapped several buxom 
wenches playfully on their shoulders, gave the old 
man a large Confederate bill, and rode away to- 
wards Atlanta. The negroes small and large 
watched him and chattered like a group of monkeys, 
and the old man muttered, " 'Peers ter me dat man 
ain't no Confederate. No gemman ob de Souf 
would steal er boss— -an' dat is er Yankee outfit." 

Pearson galloped along the road east of Atlanta, 
with a roar of cannon in his ears, and watched the 
fiery curves and coruscations of shells, bursting 
around and within the besieged city. He crossed 
the Macon railroad at dark, thinking it safer to ap- 
proach the lines from the southern side, and rode 
swiftly to the north until he was halted suddenly by 
a picket, who demanded the countersign. The 
words of the challenger had a Yankee snufHe to 
them, which aroused suspicion in Pearson's mind, 
and his keen eyes soon detected the blue uniform, 
and told him he was within the Union lines. With- 
out a moment's hesitation, he laid along his horse's 
neck, gave him the spur and rode at the sentinel, 
who was knocked over and trampled, as his gun 
went off in the air, and the frightened steed fled like 
the wind towards the south with his intrepid rider. 
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There was an alarm along the lines and some shoot- 
ing, but Pearson was safe on the road towards 
Jonesboro, 

He had struck the corps of General Howard, 
which had swung around the southern side of At- 
lanta, destroyed much of the West Point railroad, 
encountered two corps of Hood's army under 
General Hardee and General Lee, and thrown up en- 
trenchments near the Macon railroad. 

Pearson was glad the stars were clouded and the 
night dark, as he approached a cluster of log-cabins 
near a com field. He jumped his horse over a 
Virginia rail-fence, gave him an armful of corn- 
stalks, crept stealthily to a cabin, and knocked upon 
the shutter by a staring window — ^sash and glass 
were too much of a luxury for slaves. 

" Who's dar? " came a gruff call out of the black 
interior. 

" A tired traveler who has lost the road," replied 
Pearson languidly. 

"Whoamyo'?" 

" Mister Dixon on his way to Jonesboro.*' 

An old, gray negro crept out of his mossy blink 
and peered out of the window, saying, "All de 
roads 'bout heah lead ter Jonesboro, sah." 

"But which way? All roads have two ends." 

" Dunno 'bout dat — some end in de ribber." 

" Come, come ! I'm in a hurry. Show me the 
way/' 
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"What fur yo' go dar?" 

"To find the army." 

" Hab ter go back fur dat De Federals am down 
yander by de railroad." 

The old man came out of the cabin, looked at 
Pearson closely, and walked with him to where his 
horse was feeding. Time was precious, but the old 
negro was cautiously slow and suspiciously con- 
servative. 

"Lawdy, Marse! I done tuk yo' fur er 'Fed- 
erate. Why yo' not tell me yo'se er Union officer? 
I know'd it the minit I seed dat boss, but yo' do talk 
right smart like er Georgy bawn. Vs glad ter see 
yo' ; an' ter beer dem pickets call on de railroad, an' 
dem cannon er boomin' ober yander. Whateber yo' 
wishes ob Uncle Calvin ? " 

" I wish to learn the location of the Confederate 
forces, Uncle, in order to rectify the Union lines," 
replied the officer coolly. 

Uncle Calvin told much important news, which 
Pearson listened to eagerly. " Some ob General 
Hood's army is in Atlanta, an' some is near Jones- 
boro," said he; "General Hardee is protectin* de 
railroad, an' I s'pose yo'se cum heah ter 'stroy it, 
as yo' done at West Point. Yo' had plenty work 
'long de way; tearin' up de road ; twistin' an' bendin' 
de rails; burnin' de ties, de depos an' de caars, an' 
blowin' up de bridges. Yo' made de bed bad fur de 
'Federates ter trabble ober, wid de trees an' torpedoes 
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yo' planted 'long it. Do yo' 'spect dey'U grow? 
Ha, ha, ha! I heerd 'bout it from de Union sogers, 
who cum last night ter de plantation fur suthin' ter 
eat/* 

"My God! The Federals have destroyed the 
western and southern railroad communications, and 
are surrounding the city!" cried Pearson in 
anguish, and he sprang into the saddle and gal- 
loped away towards Jonesboro, leaving the 
astonished and perplexed negro standing among the 
corn-stalks and gazing after him. 

" I dunno whedder dat wuz er Union officer, er 
'Federate soger, or er speerit," he muttered, as he 
went slowly back to his cabin. 

Pearson plunged on through the darkness until 
he was stopped by a peremptory, "Halt! Who 
comes there? '* and by the ominous click of cocking 
a musket. 

" A friend of the Confederacy without the coun- 
tersign!" he shouted hoarsely. 

" Stand at your peril ! " came an order. 

He dismounted, put the bridle inside his elbow, 
and held up his hands. 

" Corporal of the Guard ! " was called along the 
line. The corporal came with two men to the 
picket who had arrested the lieutenant, and, after 
a little conversation with the latter, conducted him 
inside the lines to Headquarters. 

General Hardee, General Lee, Colonel Burt, and 
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a few members of the Staff, were gathered in a tent 
studying a war map spread upon a box. The cor- 
poral and Pearson entered, saluted, and stood at 
attention. 

" General Hardee, this is the man taken on the 
picket-line without the countersign, and riding a 
horse of the Federal cavalry, sir," said the corporal. 

" Very well. Corporal. Order his horse groomed 
and fed,*' said Hardee. "Well, sir; you are well 
disguised, but you forgot about the horse. Who are 
you, whence came you, and what seek you here?" 

Pearson's face was pale and dirty, his eyes were 
bloodshot, his hair was tangled and dusty, and his 
clothes were covered with mud ; but he met the sus- 
picious glances of the officers with a curl of his lip 
and a defiant manner. 

" I am Lieutenant Pearson, of the Palmetto Regi- 
ment, Wheeler's Cavalry. I come from Resaca by 
way of Columbia. I seek my comrades, and failing 
them, I report my return to duty with the Con- 
federate army. General." 

The officers grinned and coughed and winked at 
each other. Not one of them believed the story. 

" Rather a round-about course, sir. Where did 
you leave General Wheeler's troop?" 

" I did not leave it. It left me hors de combat in 
the forest, and retreated north." 

"Wheeler did continue his raid to the north- 
ward," remarked General Lee. 
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Hardee nodded and said, " How far have you 
traveled to-day?" 

" I judge abotft sixty miles. I have been in the 
saddle since three o'clock yesterday morning, sir." 

" Sit down, Mr. Pearson. Colonel, hand him a 
camp-stool. Jim, give the gentleman a drink." 

Jim, a negro servant, crawled from behind a pile 
of baggage, and the lieutenant drank half a glass of 
whiskey and water, saying, " Your health, gentle- 
men." 

" Why did you go to Columbia instead of follow- 
ing your command?" asked Hardee in a milder 
manner. 

"I did not know which way the cavalry had 
gone; that was the safest route back, and I wished 
to see my cousins, Judge Burton's daughters." 

"Judge Burton's daughters! Your cousins?" 

" Yes, sir; my mother was Judge Burton's sister." 

The officers stared and looked at each other as if 
stunned. They all knew the eminent lawyer and his 
influence in the South. The commanding general 
stroked his nose, a way he had when perplexed, and 
said, "But the horse and saddle? Where did you 
secure them ? " 

Pearson told his story briefly and added, " The 
horse is my hoodoo or my mascot, I do not know 
which." 

" Have you any papers— despatches — ^anything to 
identify you?" 
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" Nothing except my slave slobber, as the Yanks 
call our patois, and this package — salt, matches, and 
my cousins' pictures." 

Hardee tasted the salt, tried the matches, and 
looked at the photograph. " The younger lady does 
resemble Mrs. Burton," he said musingly ; " and the 
other — who would not ride across three states to 
see her beautiful eyes? Lieutenant, I am inclined 
to believe your story, but, in these troublesome 
times, strange things happen. You will pardon me, 
I hope, if I have your person searched." 

" Certainly, General." 

" Colonel Burt, take the gentleman behind us and 
search him thoroughly." 

Burt and Telfair performed the unpleasant duty, 
and reported that they had found nothing incrimi- 
nating. They examined his saddle and roll with a 
like result. Hardee asked Pearson many questions 
about his participation in cavalry movements, which 
were answered so correctly, that he decided he must 
belong to the Southern army. 

" Captain Telfair, take charge of Mister Pearson, 
give him something to eat, and let him get some 
sleep. We must soon move from this place." 

The two men saluted and were about to depart, 
when an orderly announced a courier from General 
Wheeler. He came in, covered with mud, blinking 
in the light of the tent, saluted and removed his hat. 
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and handed General Hardee a folded despatch. 
Hardee glanced at it and ground his teeth. 

Captain Hoke, the bearer, was looking at the of- 
ficers and answering questions, when he suddenly 
noticed Pearson. He brushed his eyes with his 
hand, looked again, rushed at him and grasped him 
in his arms, crying, " Pearson, my Godl Is it you? 
I thought you were killed at Resaca. My dear fel- 
low! But I am glad I'' and tears ran down his 
cheeks. 

" Thank you, Hoke; I am no ghost. I am mighty 
glad to see you again,'* choked the lieutenant, re- 
turning the embrace. 

"You know this man, Captain Hoke?'* asked 
Hardee, much surprised. 

"Yes, sir; I ought to know him, though I can 
hardly believe my eyes. We gave him up for dead. 
He is Lieutenant Pearson, of the Palmetto Regi- 
ment, Wheeler's Cavalry, on the Staff with me." 

"Lieutenant Pearson, I am very glad to know 
you — ^I am sure you will forgive me for examining 
you — ^it was for the good of the service, sir — Gentle- 
men, a comrade we did not recognize in our regula- 
tion uniform — because of that d d U. S. horse, 

I suppose. Shake hands and apologize for your sus- 
picions. Jim, bring us some glasses. Captain 
Hoke, sit here; I wish to talk to you." 

Hardee, Lee and Hoke read the despatch, ex- 
amined the map, and discussed matters, while the 
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stajQf officers surrounded Pearson and entertained 
him. Hoke soon took leave and galloped into the 
night, and Hardee asked Pearson to remain and 
report concerning his approach to Atlanta. 

Pearson, restored to fellowship, related his nar- 
row escape from the Federal pickets, and his inter- 
view with the old negro. " General Howard is 
entrenched along the Macon railroad, and has a 
large force, if one may judge by his camp-fires," he 
said. 

" Yes, our skirmishers struck his advance yester- 
day and drove him back. It is probably a small 
force sent round the city from the west side on 
a reconnaissance. We shall be able to take care of 
it to-morrow. Don't you think so, Lee?'* 

General Lee nodded confidently. 

" But, sir ; I learned miles of railroad southwest 
of the city have been destroyed. More than twelve 
miles of the West Point road have been torn up; 
ties, platforms and stations burned ; the rails heated 
and twisted, and bent around trees or telegraph 
poles; and the road-beds filled by tree tops and 
torpedoes." 

" My God! Is it possible? " cried tiardee, flush- 
ing and rising, as the officers crowded nearer the 
speaker. 

" From whom did you get this information, sir? " 

" From an old negro living near the railroad, who 
chuckled over the news that he had gathered from 
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Howard's men, and, taking me for a Union officer, 
wished fuller details/' 

"Then it must be true. These old niggers are 
all in sympathy with the Yankees, and help them 
whenever they can. Wheeler sends word, * Sher- 
man has withdrawn several army corps from his left 
wing towards the south, and I suspect he is 
strengthening his right wing.' A courier from the 
city yesterday said, * Sherman is retreating, and the 
citizens are jubilant over this raising of the siege. 
Many persons came up from Macon to help us 
celebrate.' I fear he is massing troops instead, and 
we have a greater force in our front than I sus- 
pected. * Old Tecumseh never turns back.' " 

" Such a movement accounts for the destruction 
of the railroad, and for the stubborn resistance yes- 
terday. I think we should not give Howard time 
to be re-enforced," remarked General Lee. 

"No; Captain Green, pass the word along the 
line to have breakfast immediately, preparatory to a 
movement at daylight. Lieutenant Pearson, go 
with Telfair and get a little rest — ^I wish you to take 
a despatch to General Hood." 

Pearson rolled into his blanket, pillowed his head 
on his saddle, and fell asleep in five minutes. Tel- 
fair's shelter-tent protected him from the dew and 
the wind, and hid the stars from his tired eyes, and 
he slept dreamless and senseless, as does a soldier 
when he is exhausted by long marching. Two 
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hours had passed, which seemed to him but two 
minutes, when Telfair shook him awake and said, 
"The general has the despatch ready." Pearson 
rose and looked round him. The camp-fires were 
burning dimly. The few tents had disappeared. A 
battery of guns was in his front. A group of horse- 
men was where headquarters had been, and regi- 
ments of soldiers were creeping along the hill into 
better positions. A little fire was smoldering near 
him ; a soldier gave him a tin of hot corn-coffee and 
some hoecake, and he saw Telfair sitting on a log 
enjoying a similar breakfast. His horse was led to 
him and he put on the saddle and bridle himself, 
and patted him to stop his noisy whinny. Then he 
joined the staff, saluted, and announced his readi- 
ness for orders. 

" Lieutenant Pearson, you have rendered an im- 
portant service to the army and to your country. 
You will be remembered. You are to consider your- 
self on my staff. I will see Wheeler about the trans- 
fer. He is coming round by way of Roswell," said 
Hardee, patting the young officer's shoulder affec- 
tionately. 

"Thank you. General. It is a great honor. I 
hope I may be useful," was the reply, 

" You will carry this despatch to General Hood, 
and explain to him the exact position of the enemy 
and my army. We shall attack Howard's line at 
daybreak. God bless you, my lad ! May you have 
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a safe journey ! " said the great general, as he shcx)k 
Pearson's hand warmly. 

" Good-bye, General and gentlemen,*' said he, 
choking with emotion— or tobacco smoke — and he 
mounted his horse, lifted his hat, and galloped into 
the darkness to travel the perilous route to the be- 
sieged city. The general and his staff mounted and 
rode away south to make preparations for the im- 
minent battle. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

** Strike— till the last anned foe expires, 
Strike— for your altars and your fires I •• 

Pearson passed the outer picket-line, crossed the 
railroad to the east and rode to the northward, 
making detours round lighted houses near the road. 
The mist of the morning was punctured by the 
staccato shots of skirmishers, and the clouds echoed 
occasionally the bass voices of cannon, roaring on 
the summer wind. The road ran through fields of 
cotton sticks, patches of corn-stalks, and over hills 
covered with hard-wood forest. He ignored the 
few foot travelers sauntering along the way; 
avoided mule-teams loaded with loot of abandoned 
houses, and took short cuts where the road bent. 
The " Ha do " that often greeted him had too much 
curiosity behind it to please him. The negroes 
around the verdureless door-yards seemed indiffer- 
ent to his movements. He glanced scornfully at 
sporty bucks, smiled kindly upon respectful senility, 
and watched the surrounding country with an eagle 
eye. He was liable to encounter Federal cavalry 
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on foraging expeditions anjrwhere. Once he saw a 
troop of blue-coats far to the left of the road, their 
arms glistening in the sunlight, their horses racing 
across the plantations towards the battle-field. He 
rode down the bed of a little stream that crossed the 
road, and hid himself in the canebrake and willows, 
and pulled and twisted his horse's tail to prevent 
him whinnying to the other horses. 

The cavalrymen watered their horses at the 
stream, and discussed his hot trail in the marginal 
mud. " One of our men has crossed lately, see the 
sharp imprint of the shoes," said one rider. 

Many of the Confederate horses were shoeless, 
because of a scarcity of iron. 

Pearson rode in the glaring sunlight and choking 
dust until after noon, but there were too many 
people abroad for him to venture nearer the city 
during daylight; therefore, he took a side road, 
which led under the grateful shade of holly and 
mock-orange trees to a planter's house with some 
pretense to architectural beauty. A quarrelsome 
terrier disputed his approach to the mansion, but 
he dismounted at a side door, kicked the dog and 
was confronted by a venerable mulatto, who re- 
moved his hat and said, " Ha do, sah." 

"Howdy. Where is your master?" said Pear- 
son peremptorily. 

" Who are you, sir, and where do you come 
from ? " greeted his ears in arrogant tone from an 
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elderly gentleman, holding a double-barrel gun, who 
stepped down from the piazza, where he had been 
hidden by a great wistaria vine. 

" I am Lieutenant Pearson, of Wheeler's Cavalry, 
sir; traveling to Atlanta with despatches from Gen- 
eral Hardee to General Hood. I have been in the 
saddle since before daybreak, and I wish rest, sleep 
and something to eat. I cannot proceed farther 
until darkness hides me. You are Colonel Monk, I 
believe?'' 

"Gads! Yes, sahf Wheeler's Cavalry? Glad 
to see you. Colonel Monk, of the Georgia Militia, 
waiting orders, sah." 

Both men removed their hats and shook hands 
cordially. 

" Abe, put the gentleman's saddle in the house, 
and tell Jake to take good care of his horse. Lieu- 
tenant, come this way," said Monk, and he con- 
ducted his guest along the piazza into a drawing- 
room where a pine-knot fire was burning fiercely, 
and introduced him to Mrs. Monk and to his daugh- 
ter. Miss Harriet. After a few words of pleasant 
greeting, the colonel explained Pearson's needs, the 
hostess excused herself, the servants were sum- 
moned by a great bell, the smoke-house was opened, 
a chicken lost his life and Pearson had a great feast 
— for a soldier. 

Georgia was full of food. The Confederates con- 
sidered it their storehouse. The Federals had not 
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been there to ravage and destroy. But Sherman's 
bummers were coming like a cloud of grasshoppers 
to devour its substance, and had already reached the 
Macon railroad. 

The lieutenant and the colonel exchanged news 
of the army, and the ladies enlivened the conversa- 
tion with personal gossip until Pearson could no 
longer keep awake, when the colonel saw him into a 
northeast corner room, where he wrapped himself in 
a quilt, lay down upon the floor with head upon his 
saddle and fell asleep, after requesting Monk to 
have him called at midnight. 

He was awakened about two o'clock by the furi- 
ous barking of the little dog on the northern side of 
the house, where a deep shadow fell upon the grassy 
lawn. He looked out of the window and saw seven 
men tie their horses to the fence by the bam, and 
skulk in the shadows of several Pride of China trees 
until they had reached the house. He recognized 
them immediately by their uniforms and military 
movements as Federal cavalry, and had grasped his 
pistol, when the room door opened, and Colonel 
Monk entered and told him what he already knew 
from his own observation. Monk carried two 
double-barrel guns, and he handed one to Pearson 
without saying a word. 

He took it and asked, " What will you do, Col- 
onel?" 

** Fight, of course. These brutal villains cannot 
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come upon this plantation; steal chickens, turkeys, 
hogs and cattle; burn the buildings; free the slaves; 
outrage the women, and have a holiday. No, sah! 

G— d d n 'em! We'll let them know a South- 

, ern gentleman is equal to three or four of 'em, 
— ^the low-born, dollar-hunting, nigger-loving 
scoundrels! We will give them a reception that 
they do not expect. 

" The doors of the house are thick and securely 
fastened; the lower windows are all shuttered and 
barred; and the enemy cannot get at us except by 
climbing the wistaria trellis to the second story 
balcony. We must watch that and the windows and 
doors. I expect the overseer will return soon. He 
is a tiger in a fight. Mrs. Monk and Harriet are 
in the room opposite this one. I left old Abe in the 
kitchen, armed with an axe. The other negroes are 
in their cabins, and we cannot expect any help from 
them. Hear the marauders knocking on the side 
door. Let us go down at once," said Monk rapidly. 

The two men went down the stairs, divided the 
ammunition, and examined their guns. 

" Who are you, and what do you wish at this un- 
seemly hour?" demanded Monk loudly. 

" We are travelers from Atlanta and want some- 
thing to eat," was the reply. 

" The foragers of both armies have robbed us of 
our surplus. You may fare better at the next 
plantation," said Monk loudly, then to Pearson 
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aside, " It is hard to refuse hospitality even to an 
enemy/' 

" Open the door, sir, or we shall be obliged to 
break it in 1 " 

"You will do it at your peril. You dare not 
violate private property/' 

" O, private property, is it? Is property private, 
when it harbors rebels and belongs to an officer of 
the State Militia? You had better open the door, 
Colonel Monk, deliver the Confederate spy, who is 
under your roof, and trust yourself and your family 
to our mercy f " 

Pearson and Monk exchanged glances of surprise, 
and the former remarked, " Some of the niggers 
along the road have put these men on my trail. I 
am not a spy." 

" I will not open the door ! I warn you to leave 
the premises 1 Look out for the bloodhound!" 
shouted the colonel defiantly. 

The soldiers ceased their efforts and no reply 
was made. Monk and Abe watched upon the 
ground floor. Pearson went to the second story 
hall to guard the window. Moonlight filtered 
through the wistaria vine, and he opened the case- 
ment and stepped out upon the balcony. The enemy 
could not be seen, and he returned to the hall and 
secured the sash. 

The ominous silence was soon broken by a noise 
in the cellar, and Abe and Monk crept cautiously 
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down the stairs. They saw a hat and head pushed 
into a cellar window, and the body wriggling in the 
narrow opening. Monk was making ready to shoot, 
when Abe slipped quickly along the wall and swung 
his axe upon the defenseless head. There was a 
dull thud of crushed flesh and bone, followed by a 
gurgling sigh, and the head bent down against the 
rough stone. 

The mixture of white and black blood in Abe 
made him more bloodthirsty than a pure blood of 
either race. 

" Go on, Gardner! Why do you waste precious 
time?" was said in low tones outside the window 
and the body was pushed inwards. 

The drooping, bloody head ground its face 
against the wall, and the body lay like a dod of 
earth in the opening. 

" Go on, or let me in there! " came in more per- 
emptory tones. 

No answer came from the quivering corpse, and 
it was pulled angrily out of the window. 

" My God ! he is dead ! " cried one of the soldiers, 
and he thrust his arm into the cellar window and 
fired his pistol twice. 

The black abyss returned no sound save echoes 
of the shots, and Abe watched and waited. 

Moilk returned to the first floor to investigate a 
noise in the dining-room. He saw the efforts of 
two shining sabers to pry off the shutters of a north 
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window. The shutters would spring off and let in 
light, then go back into place, making the room 
darker by contrast. Monk stepped just within the 
hall and waited. The shutters yielded more and 
more at each attempt, and, finally, they broke from 
the fastenings and fell to the ground. Monk saw 
two soldiers through the opening, and quickly fired 
a load of buckshot into their faces and breasts. The 
men fell upon the grassy lawn with arms out- 
stretched and bodies writhing, and died, as soldiers 
die on the field of battle, unshrived and hopeless. 

The attacking party now held a long parley be- 
hind the smoke-house, and no sound broke the still- 
ness of the rosy dawn for half an hour. Then the 
terrified women came into the hall and told Pearson 
two soldiers were building a fire against the rear 
wall of the ell, and he gave Harriet one of his pistols 
and left her to guard the window, while he and 
Monk tried to get a sight of the incendiaries. 
Monk rang the plantation bell furiously and the 
negroes rushed from their cabins to the mansion, 
but the soldiers warned them not to meddle with 
their project, and they gathered by the chicken- 
house fence and jabbered like a lot of terrified apes. 
The soldiers were cautious now, and the two de- 
fenders of the house could not get a shot at them. 

Pearson heard a shot and a muffled scream up- 
stairs, and rushed from his post to find Harriet 
struggling in the arms of a Yankee officer, who was 
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trying to disarm her and stifle her cries. His left 
arm was bleeding from a cruel wound where she 
had shot him, and her face and dress were smeared 
with his rich, red blood. Pearson could not shoot 
for fear of hitting Harriet, but he sprang towards 
the combatants with pistol in hand. The officer re- 
leased the lady, raised his empty hand and cried, " I 
surrender, sir!*' 

It would have been instant death otherwise. 

"D ^n you! I've a notion to shoot you for 

daring to attack a lady,'* snarled Pearson. 

" Sir, my life was threatened — ^I tried only to 
secure her pistol,*' replied the prisoner with dignity. 

" Well, call off your hounds and stop their mur- 
derous work, or by the gods ! it shall go hard with 
you." 

" Since I cannot capture you and the colonel, my 
expedition is a failure — ^it is disastrous — ^and I will 
order a retreat." 

" Oh I You will ? I demand a surrender. Miss 
Monk, get me a piece of rope and I will make sure 
of this night prowler." Harriet was pale and 
trembling and could hardly hold her pistol, but there 
was a firmness about her mouth and a glitter in 
her eyes, which showed her spirit and courage. She 
brought a cord, which Pearson knotted about the 
prisoner's legs, arms and the bed post of the bed in 
the front room until there was no possibility of the 
man freeing himself. Then he gave Harriet strict 
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orders to stand guard over him with her pistol, and 
to shoot him, if he tried to escape, and went to 
suggest to the colonel that they should make a sally 
out the back door and have a square fight. 

Mrs. Monk had watched Pearson's final proceed- 
ings through the crack of her door, and, when the 
prisoner was securely bound, she came timidly to 
her daughter's side and looked upon him with 
curiosity, contempt and hatred. 

"You will excuse my rising, madam; the for- 
tunes of war interfere sadly with etiquette," said 
the Yankee politely. 

" I am glad of it, you beast ! I hate you, as I do 
a rattlesnake ! I hope you may never rise again I " 
replied this daughter of the Confederacy. 

" Thank you, madam. Love and hate are about 
equal in this world. It is difficult to love one's 
enemies. I find the women of the South less charit- 
able than my mother, who is now probably spending 
half her time in coddling and comforting rebel 
prisoners, and the other half in ministering to our 
wounded heroes." 

The lieutenant's dewy brow and pale face showed 
the agony he was suffering from his wound, and a 
deep sigh told of his yearning for human sympathy 
and home. 

Mrs. Monk glanced at the shapely form; the 
broad brow with its curly, chestnut locks, and the 
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pleasant, intellectual face, and r^retted she had 
called him a beast. 

" Will some one get me some water? I feel quite 
faint," said the prisoner weakly. 

Miss Monk handed her mother the pistol, who 
dropped it immediately in terror on the floor and ran 
out of the room. Harriet hastened down the stairs 
and quickly returned with a pitcher of milk. 
** Here ! drink some milk, it is better for you than 
water — I cannot go out to the well," she exclaimed, 
panting from her hurry. 

The prisoner took a deep draught and thanked 
her. " You had better take your pistol," said he, 
kicking it away from where her mother had dropped 
it within his reach. 

She picked it up with a surprised look, sat down 
by the window, and looked through the blinds into 
the yard. She heard a crackling sound of fire be- 
hind the house, which was suddenly augmented by 
rapid shots and fierce yells. Her mother ran in 
screaming, "The house is on fire!'* Dozens of 
negroes were racing, tumbling and rolling across 
the hog-lot and hiding behind the fence. Three 
soldiers were running towards the horses by the 
barn, firing their carbines and pistols rapidly behind 
them. Three mounted men in citizens' clothes were 
dashing here and there, firing their pistols at the 
fleeing Yankees, and the frightened horses at the 
fence were jumping and pulling at their bridles. 
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The overseer had returned with company, and 
Monk and Pearson had joined them to help the 
fusillade upon men and horses. 

The soldiers rallied at the bam and, firing from 
behind the horses, drove their assailants to the cover 
of the smoke-house. Two horses had fallen with 
mortal wounds. Two were set free. The three 
brave, young soldiers without a leader mounted 
their own steeds, dashed past the house through a 
shower of bullets, and returned leaden compliments 
until they had outdistanced their pursuers. Where 
the holly-shaded walk ended at the county road, one 
of the blue-coated men swayed and slid from his 
horse into eternity; and, upon the lawn near the 
house, a brave civilian lay, with face to mother earth 
and yellow grass clutched in his hand during the 
death agony. 

The four brave defenders of home and country 
returned to the house, summoned the negroes, ex- 
tinguished the fire, and carried their comrade into 
the shade. The rush, fight, and retreat and escape, 
were as rapid as the passing of a cyclone; and the 
prisoner and ladies saw everything, as if from a 
balcony-box in a theater. They were excited alter- 
nately by hope and fear, and uttered various ex- 
clamations, but the lieutenant said little, although 
the escape of his three comrades filled him with joy 
unspeakable. 

** There goes my horse and everything I have in 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 SOUTHERN BUDS 

the world!" groaned the prisoner, as one of the 
riderless animals raced after the, others. 

The ladies looked surprised and Mrs. Monk said, 
" When you are exchanged, you will be supplied 
with another one, I suppose." 

" Not one like him. I raised him on our country 
place outside of Philadelphia, and he and I have 
grown up together," replied the lieutenant with 
tears in his eyes. He was weak from hemorrhage 
and pain. 

" I know how you feel. I had a thoroughbred 
Kentucky saddler that I loved dearly, and I let a 
cavalry officer have him. I was patriotic, you know 
— ^and — I have grieved over his loss ever since," 
said Harriet with a look of deep S3rmpathy. Their 
eyes met and their hearts beat quicker. 

"Does your arm pain you much?" Harriet 
asked. 

" Terribly, but the bleeding has stopped." 

" Promise me you will not attempt to escape and 
I will make you more comfortable," said she, and 
she touched his arm gently and loosened the rope 
from his limbs and the bed-post. 

" I promise on the honor of a soldier not to at- 
tempt to escape until my wound is healed," said 
he. 

"Do Yankees know what honor is?" she in- 
quired naively, continuing to unbind him. 
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" You wouldn't ask such a question, if you had 
ever lived in the North," replied he sadly. 

She blushed as she looked in his reproachful eyes 
and added, " Well, take off your coat and sit on this 
chair, while I get some water." 

Her mother looked upon her actions with aston- 
ishment and disgust, as she retired across the hall, 
and said, " Don't, Harriet ; I feel faint. Let Mister 
Pearson look after his own prisoner." 

Harriet paid no attention to her mother's selfish 
squeamishness, went to the kitchen-well for water, 
washed the blood from her own face and hands, and 
returned to the prisoner, whom she assisted in 
cleansing the sorely wounded arm. 

Pearson was wild with anger, when he appeared 
a few minutes later and Harriet informed him she 
had the lieutenant's parole promise he would not 
attempt to escape. 

After a little reflection, he concluded the man 
would not break faith with the lady, and, turning 
to the prisoner, he said with scant courtesy, ** Who 
and what are you? " 

" My name is Herbert Pitcher, and I am First 
Lieutenant in the Ninth Pennsylvania Cavalry, 
Kilpatrick's Brigade, sir," replied the young man 
proudly. 

** Were there not niggers enough in your state, 
that you should come here to supply your Philadel- 
phia underground railroad with passengers?" 
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Pitcher smiled, touched his arm and replied, 
" Your pistols do not make as ugly wounds as our 
carbines." 

Pearson said sternly, "Enough of nonsense! 
You seem to be a gentleman. Who told you I was 
a spy?" 

" Some negroes on the road from Rock Dale. 
They said you were a Georgian with a Yankee 
Cavalry horse, and you had left the Union army 
before daylight." 

"Partly true, the rest, false as Helll — ^Excuse 
me, Miss Monk — I am Lieutenant Pearson, of 
Wheeler's Cavalry, now on General Hardee's Staff, 
and am on my way to Atlanta. I came here yester- 
day evening and expected to ride to the city after 
midnight; but, fortunately, they let me oversleep 
myself, and your arrival delayed me. That horse is 
raising the devil with my reputation. I captured 
him, saddled and bridled, at the Resaca fight. He 
is a noble animal. He has already carried me 
through many scrapes." 

" I am glad to meet a regular officer, who knows 
the laws of civilized warfare and will respect them," 
said Pitcher significantly. "I am your prisoner, 
but that matters little. Will you kindly tell me the 
result of the scrap around the house? We saw the 
final scene from the window." 

" Four of your men are dead. On our side, a 
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neighboring planter was killed, and Colonel Monk 
wounded." 

"Oh! Lieutenant! Is pa shot?" cried Harriet 
in alarm. 

" Not seriously — ^a little gap in the side of his 
leg where a bullet kissed him.'* 

" I must go to him at once." 

"And abandon your prisoner? Don't! Your 
father is busy; he will come here as soon as he has 
disposed of neighbor Eaves' body." 

Pitcher seemed to shrivel physically at the terrible 
news. He covered his eyes with his good hand and 
said in quaking tones, " That is quite enough dis- 
aster for one morning, sir." 

" I must leave you in charge of the Colonel and 
ride to Atlanta. Your men will be buried in the 
cotton field near the family lot, and the graves shall 
be properly marked. Have you any requests to 
make?" 

" Yes, thank you. Please get and deliver to me 
the personal effects of my men, in order that I may 
send them to their relatives." 

" Gad ! The niggers stole most of them, but I 
will see what the colonel can do about it" 



' Um well the freedom which thy Master gave^ 
Thlnk'st thou that Heaven can tolerate a slave f * 
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It was a bright morning. The warm sunlight 
drank the dew from the grass and painted pictures 
of fantastically-shaped clouds upon the broad fields. 
The long-leaf pines nodded their tassels to the 
western breeze, and the holly trees shook their red 
fruit already ripened for Christmas. Larks, black- 
birds, doves and quail, clouded the rye and oat fields. 
Robins, butcher-birds, orioles and mocking-birds, 
talked their musical patois together in the giant 
wistaria and in the Cherokee rose thicket. The 
cows and horses had come up from the slough and 
fish-pond to learn the cause of the commotion 
around the hay-stacks, and stood waiting patiently 
for the milkers and the plowboys. All nature 
smiled, and only man, white, yellow, and black, was 
there to mar the lovely. Southern plantation scene. 

Four bloody bodies, with distorted limbs, ghastly 
faces and dull, staring eyes turned up to the sun, 
lay by the smoke-house over which hungry buzzards 
were hovering. The little nigs had stopped their 
rolling and tumbling antics. The nurse-girls, too 
small for field labor, sat along the fence crooning 
over their pickaninnies. Field-hands of both sexes 
were clearing up the lawn under the direction of the 
overseer and Monk. One negro at the barn was 
saddling Pearson's horse, which was restless at 
sight of the two dead horses. 

The surviving civilian of the fight had gone to 
escort the mule-cart, which carried Eaves' stark and 
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stiffened corpse to his bereaved family, and the hogs 
were rooting and grunting contentedly beneath the 
peach trees behind the house. 

" The niggers have robbed the dead soldiers, and 
now the Yankee officer wants their personal effects 
to send home to their relatives. Colonel," said Pear- 
son, walking out on the lawn. 

" He does, hey ? I reckon he'd better come down 
and hunt them himself. Here, you, Jake ! Do you 
know anything about the money, watches and 
things of these yeah dead Yanks ? " asked the col- 
onel of the man who was saddling the horse. 

"Dunno, Marse Monk; I seed Sugar mosen 
round ther big man wid red haar. He gib Jinny, 
suthin down by de chicken-house." 

"What you got yourself?" 

"Nuffin*, Marse Monk; I done tuk nuffin' frum 
ded peoples." 

" Turn out your pockets and let us see." 

The man pulled out his ragged trousers' pockets 
reluctantly and dropped a tooth-brush, a pocket- 
knife and a silver watch. 

"Ansrthing more, you black thief?" 

"Nuffin' mo', Marse Monk, 'fore Gawd! I 
hasen't." 

The men scrutinized him sharply and let him go, 
and went over the driveway to where Jinny, a 
pretty, pure-blooded animal, as sleek and graceful as 
a deer, was giggling in a group of wenches. 
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"Give me the soldiers' things you got from 
Sugar! " demanded the overseer roughly. 

"Tore de Lawd! I hasn't any ting, Marse 
Mudge. Sweety (Sugar's wife) tuk it 'way from 



me. 



The overseer drew the lash of his heavy, black 
whip through his hand caressingly and smiled con- 
temptuously. " Better give 'em up. Jinny," said he, 
as he gave her a vicious blow upon her bare shoul- 
ders. 

Her body was only half covered by pieced-to- 
gether gunny-sacks, and the rich brown skin 
glowed through the rents. Jinny screamed, fell 
upon her knees, and cowered to the earth, as the 
ugly whip descended a second time. Then she 
reached into her bosom and drew out a pocket- 
book, which Monk found contained a little silver 
money and some slips of paper. 

" Anything mo' ? " asked the overseer sharply. 

" No, sah; I gib Sweety de pictur 'cause she so 
jalous." 

Sweety was listening and now approached boldly, 
and handed a photograph of a beautiful, white girl 
to Monk, saying, " Dat's all I tuk, Marse." 

She was permitted to go because she was a favor- 
ite of the second, or working, overseer. She had 
deeply hidden in her bosom two gold rings and a 
gold locket. 

Bowed down by the burden of human slavery, 
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and corrupted by inheritance of the crushed spirits 
and the animal propensities of her ancestors, she 
believed possession nine points of the law, and her 
lies justified by their results. 

Monk sent for Sugar, who had cautiously re- 
mained out of sight and harm's way behind the barn 
pretending to feed the cattle. He came sullenly 
and, when interrogated, surrendered a silver watch, 
a gold chain, and a small Bible. 

"What you doing with that book, Sugar?'* de- 
manded Monk angrily. 

" Nuffin,' Marse; jes tuk it 'cause I wuz curus," 
replied Sugar humbly. 

Books were forbidden property for slaves to have 
in their possession, and it was a crime punishable by 
death to teach a slave to read. 

"D — n yo'! I'll teach yo' not to be curious. 
Get back to yo're work now!" And the overseer 
gave him a cut with his whip, which shriveled his 
thin cotton shirt and raised a cruel welt on his brown 
skin. 

Sugar went meekly out of sight, satisfied that he 
had escaped so easily. He was a good negro and 
rarely got the whip, but he used one often upon 
his dark companions, as he held the position of 
second driver over the field-hands. 

Inquiry and whipping did not bring to light any 
other chattels belonging to the soldiers, and the 
overseer, after picking up some scattered papers. 
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left his employer to have four graves dug near the 
clump of trees which shaded the family cemetery. 
Monk and Pearson were going towards the house, 
when the former saw a mulatto lurking near the 
hog-yard, and caught a glance of fear in his eyes. 
He halted and called the man, Simmons by name, to 
him, and questioned him closely. The man's an- 
swers were given with evasion and sullen reluct- 
ance, which angered the colonel, and he said, *' Be 
careful, you Simmons, or I'll have you whipped." 

A gleam of suppressed rage and hatred flashed 
from the man's eyes, and he clenched his fists and 
replied, "Yo' don't dare. I'se er free man, sah. 
Marse Linkum gib we uns freedom, an' Marse 
Sherman's cumin' ter take keer ob us." 

"Why, G— d d— n your black skin! You talk 
that way to me?" yelled Monk, and he took a 
pistol from his coat pocket and shot the defenseless 
slave twice, and, as he fell dead, he kicked the body 
and said to Pearson, " Sherman can have him now, 
if he comes before the buzzards." 

The overseer came running with his pistol in 
hand, but the negroes ran away to their cabins ter- 
rified and appalled. 

Pearson shrugged his shoulders and turned away 
disgusted. 

It was considered necessary to suppress quickly 
with whip and pistol every symptom of insubordina- 
tion in a slave, because the safety of the white people 
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depended upon keeping the preponderating slave 
population from conspiracy and insurrection. It 
was only by killing a negro occasionally, that the 
slaves were kept in that condition of subjection and 
terror which was thought necessary on the great 
plantations in order to insure the safety of the iso- 
lated, scattered, white families. White persons 
were armed, and used the pistol frequently on slight 
provocation, not only on the negro, but against 
each other. 

A slave's evidence was not accepted against a 
white man in any Southern court, while the latter's 
testimony against a slave was taken verbatim. The 
planter was an absolute monarch on his plantation, 
and the slave's comfort, happiness and life were 
under the master's control and subject to his whim 
and temper. 

When chivalrous white gentlemen in anger or in 
liquor shot at each other, and one- was unfortu- 
nately killed, the jury usually brought in a verdict 
of justifiable homicide. The condition of semi-bar- 
barism in the South blunted the conscience and 
quickened the instinct of self-preservation. Sparks 
of moral intelligence in certain favored house-serv- 
ants, who had become enlightened by association 
with their white rulers, had to be put out before they 
caused a conflagration. Killing a human slave was 
not as heavy a burden upon the conscience, as the 
loss of his labor and his value upon the finances 
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of his owner. Every healthy, adult slave was 
worth a thousand dollars or more, and the whip 
was preferred to the pistol for pecuniary reasons. 

Who can blame the white Southerners for insur- 
ing the, safety of their families and their property 
by pursuing the only course feasible, that was, 
maintaining a tyranny founded upon ignorance and 
fear? 

"Bury that carcass down in the swamp, 
Mudge ! " said Monk to the overseer, and the latter 
called four negroes, who carried Simmons away. 

Pearson told Pitcher the colonel would deliver 
to him the things belonging to the dead soldiers, 
keep him a prisoner until he was exchanged, and, 
taking leave of the family, mounted his horse and 
rode rapidly away. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

* Proudly at morning the war-steed was prancing, 
Reeking and panting he droops on the rein." 

Pearson had lost much valuable time, and he 
tried to make amends for it by hard riding. He 
drew near to Atlanta next morning, and saw in the 
distance the rifle pits, mud forts and siege g^ns of 
the Union army. He noted the little lean-tos and 
tiny huts, which the ingenious Yankees had erected 
inside their line to shelter them from wind and rain. 
Infantry, cavalry, and field batteries were moving 
leisurely over the hills, and he could see his own 
people in the fortifications, facing the enemy along 
the Macon railroad from the junction at East Point 
all around the southern side of the city. One might 
have thought the soldiers opposed were playing 
base-ball, did he not know from experience that 
their balls were driven by gunpowder, and burst 
into storms of iron fragments which maimed and 
killed. Pearson smiled at the spirited cannonade of 
the besieged, and thrilled at sight of the flags of 
Dixie above the forts. 

A fierce artillery duel was taking place near East 
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Point, and he saw with his spy-glass through gaps 
in the forest great bodies of infantry marching 
steadily southeast. 

It was General Schofield's corps, supported by 
General Davis', destroying the Macon railroad and 
hastening to re-enforce General Howard, who had 
repulsed a fierce attack made by General Hardee's 
army, the previous afternoon, August 31st. 

Pearson did not know this, although the sight 
excited his liveliest apprehension for both Hardee 
and Hood. He found a thin line of Confederate 
pickets between Sherman's left wing (supposed) 
at Leggett's Hill, and his right, at East Point, on 
the eastern side of Atlanta, and he rode boldly 
through the outer picket-line, holding up his scab- 
bard with a handkerchief tied to it for a flag of 
truce. He was challenged, arrested, and conducted 
safely inside the fortifications. Colonel Rawson re- 
ceived and interviewed him, and sent an orderly 
with him to Headquarters. 

The streets of Atlanta were almost deserted; 
business was suspended; sentinels stood at every 
corner; the air was murky; houses were in flames 
or in smoking ruins, and many buildings showed 
gaping shot-holes and shattered walls. Shells ex- 
ploded frequently here and there, and the lieuten- 
ant's horse dashed down Peachtree Street in terror. 

" This is war, the citizens are in cellars to escape 
the bursting shells," chuckled the orderly, as they 
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drew rein before a fine old mansion in the heart of 
the city. An orderly reported, " Lieutenant Pear- 
son has arrived with despatches from General 
Hardee." General Hood and staff were at dinner, 
and he received Pearson at table and invited him 
to sit by him, which he was exceedingly glad to do. 

The general read the despatch from Hardee and 
lost his appetite, and he was not comforted by the 
startling news of the lieutenant's observations out- 
side the city. He arose soon from the table; sent 
messengers to summon Mayor Calhoun, the corps 
commanders and others, and appointed a council of 
war for three o'clock. 

Waves of excitement extended rapidly through- 
out the besieged city; the streets became filled by 
crowds of frightened negroes and citizens, shouting 
and gesticulating, and eagerness for war news over- 
came fears of bursting shell and falling walls. It 
was evident important information had been re- 
ceived and momentous events were impending. 

The meeting was held in the great parlor of the 
house, and General Hood read and commented 
upon General Hardee's despatch.. He repeated the 
unwelcome news brought by Lieutenant Pearson, 
and asked his auditors to express their opinions 
upon the situation. 

" General Hardee," said he, " reports the Federal 
cavalry has made some desperate and damaging 
raids and torn up large sections of the railroads. 
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but the work was done so superficially, he has been 
able to restore the tracks without much labor. 
Wheeler's cavalry still being absent beyond the 
Chattahoochee, he has been unable to stop the 
damage and punish the raiders. 

" He has learned through scouts and skirmishers 
of a movement of cavalry and army corps from 
Sherman's left wing to the southward, and of the 
advance of a corps or two of infantry to his own 
immediate front. He intended to attack the force, 
and was moving away from Jonesboro to get a 
favorable position, when Lieutenant Pearson left 
his headquarters. 

" * If I find I cannot dislodge the enemy, or, if 
I learn there are heavy reserve forces in the rear, 
I must retire beyond Jonesboro,' says Hardee. 

" Now, gentlemen," continued the general, 
" Lieutenant Pearson saw this morning large bodies 
of infantry, cavalry and artillery moving along the 
Macon railroad, and a scout has just come in from 
the Sand Town Road with information, that 
Hardee attacked Howard at three o'clock yesterday 
and was repulsed. He has taken a new position at 
Jonesboro, but is being forced back by superior 
numbers and desperate charges. 

" Sherman has abandoned the siege on the north 
and west sides of the city, and massed his troops in 
the southeast. His heavy bombardment was not to 
cover his retreat, but to hide a strategic movement. 
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Our rejoicing over the abandonment of tlie siege, 
as we supposed, and our shotted salutes as the 
enemy withdrew, were not justified. Our hopes 
deceived us. 

" Our telegraphic and train communications have 
been interrupted since yesterday, and there has been 
almost continuous cannonading along the lines. 
The Macon railroad is undoubtedly destroyed. 
We are to be starved out. 

" I fear Sherman will advance a wedge of troops 
between Hardee and the city, divide our army, and 
trap us in Atlanta. Hardee is in desperate straits, 
and we must go to his assistance, although that will 
necessitate an abandonment of the city to the enemy. 
Divided, we shall be annihilated. United, we might 
win a glorious victory. We must fight to the 
death!** 

General Hood walked about the room like a 
caged lion. He could no longer endure to be 
besieged. 

"I think military necessity demands we should 
march to the relief of Hardee, since he is cut off 
from returning to us. It would not be prudent for 
us to leave our fortifications and attack Sherman 
from this side. He would overwhelm us. We 
should destroy everything that we cannot take with 
us, which would help the enemy; and let Mayor 
Calhoun, after we are well on the march, make the 
best terms he can.*' Thus spoke General Lee, and 
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all the staff officers and the corps commanders 
agreed with him. 

" Well, gentlemen, I do not see that I have any 
choice in the matter," said Mayor Calhoun. ** I 
cannot defend the city with slaves and citizens. 
The bombardment will soon reduce it to ruins, and 
it is not healthy for our people to be domiciled in 
cellars. They are suffering now from insufficient 
food and broken rest. Pieces of shell drop upon us 
regardless of station, and knock the stuffing out of 
our easy chairs and sofas. I cannot even smoke a 
cigar in comfort because of interruptions from 
importunate beggars or exploding bombs. 

"You have defended us heroically, gentlemen, 
and the City Government is prepared to surrender." 

The council was dissolved and General Hood 
gave orders to make preparations to evacuate the 
city. "Lieutenant Pearson, I will want you to 
start at dark to carry despatches to General Hardee," 
said he. "In the meantime, you can get some 
sleep upstairs." 

Pearson thanked Hood for his confidence and 
consideration, saw his horse properly groomed, and 
wandered about the doomed city, noting its injury, 
and dodging shells. 
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CHAPTER V. 

** And the deep thunder peal on peal a£ftr ; 
And near, the beat of the alarming dnuB, 
Roused up the soldier *' 

The night of September ist, 1864, was full of 
dreadful experiences for the people of Atlanta. 
Soldiers, citizens and slaves were busy destroying 
cannon, ammunition, military stores, arsenals, loco- 
motives, machinery, and everything which could 
give aid or comfort to the enemy. Stores and ware- 
houses were stripped and burned. Much personal 
property was appropriated or destroyed. Mobs of 
drunken, irresponsible negroes, and gangs of dis- 
solute, desperate whites, roamed about the streets, 
singing, yelling, and fighting. Some persons took 
what they could carry; some loaded their goods into 
carts and carriages and prepared to follow the 
army ; others sat among their household effects and 
their loved ones^ determined to die if necessary in 
their defense. Fire jumped from building to build- 
ing, and two sections of the city sent up columns 
of flame and smoke, which were seen by the Federal 
army. Loud explosions here and there rent the 
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lurid sky, and warned Sherman of an impending 
calamity. 

Sherman knew better than any Northern general 
the thorough preparation of the South for the war, 
when a political war secretary had declared him 
crazy because he said, " it would require 200,000 
soldiers to protect the frontiers of Kentucky and 
Tennessee." He dared not storm the battlements of 
this stronghold of the Confederacy, defended by the 
heroes of Kenesaw and the wily Hood. 

The common people were in a panic. The 
Southern press had made them believe the Yankee 
soldiery were capable of any atrocities, and they 
feared them more than the Romans feared the skin- 
clad barbarians of Alaric. The Confederate soldiers 
knew better the humanity and courage of their 
adversaries. Johnston and battle had thrown down 
their pompous egotism, and taught them their foes 
were as worthy as themselves. The great heart of 
the North throbbed with pity and sympathy for the 
misguided people of the slave states, and could not 
consent to their becoming aliens and destroyers of 
the Union. 

The Confederate army began to move at dark. 
The outer pickets retired silently to the inner senti- 
nels; these united lines were joined by men from 
the trenches and the forts, and all marched to- 
wards the center of the city and formed corps and 
divisions upon the streets and public squares. Then 
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they marched rapidly out through the abandoned 
fortifications towards the southeast, as the few 
picked men, left temporarily behind them, fired a 
last shotted salute at their besiegers from the great 
guns in the forts around the city, and hastened to 
join their comrades. 

Hundreds of men, women and children, on foot, 
on horseback, in carriages and in wagons, strag- 
gled after the army, and scattered over the hills of 
Georgia. 

Lieutenant Pearson left the city at dark with de- 
spatches for General Hardee. The flames of real 
property painted the western sky. The fiery trails 
and the flashes of bursting shell lighted the roads 
to the southeast. The boom of distant cannon con- 
trasted strangely with the shriek of the hoot-owl 
and the plaintive cry of the whip-poor-will. A line 
of camp-fires upon the hillsides marked the enemy's 
advance. Great fires of burning ties along the rail- 
roads, where men were tearing up, twisting, and 
bending the iron rails, silhouetted the busy soldiers 
against the sky. Pearson heard at times snatches 
of song and loud laughter from men, who played 
over their destructive work, and he was moved to 
bitter reflections upon the weakness of his army, 
and to revengeful feelings for the loss of Atlanta. 

'* If I had the Southerners who are loyal to the 
United States; the evaders of military service, and 
the 100,000 deserters from our army, I could drive 
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Sherman and his bummers beyond the Chatta- 
hoochee," muttered the lieutenant, as he spurred 
his horse onward. 

More than three thousand Confederate prisoners 
in the North had taken the oath of allegiance to the 
United States, passed examination before Surgeon 
Jones, enlisted voluntarily in the navy and been as- 
signed to foreign stations. 

Pearson crossed a cotton field and approached 
the enem/s lines, and saw soldiers tear up a rail, 
heat its middle red hot, lift it by its ends, and bend 
it round and round a tree, thus spoiling it for 
future use. 

" Our poor, worn-out railroads are getting hard 
usage," he thought, " but they will have new rails 
when the war is over." 

Riding carelessly along the railroad with his eyes 
fastened upon the strange scenes of destruction, he 
was fired at twice by Federal pickets, whom he had 
approached too near, but he dropped upon his 
horse's neck and galloped quickly to safer territory. 
He made a detour more to the eastward to avoid 
the enemy, and found himself suddenly in the midst 
of deployed Federal infantry in a thick woods. He 
succeeded in escaping capture by dodging and hard 
riding, and dashed a few minutes later into the rear- 
guard of a marching army, and surrendered to half 
a dozen muskets pushed into his face. 

It was Hardee's army, which had barely escaped 
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from an effort of Sherman to surround it at Jones- 
boro, and was hastily retreating to Lovejoy's 
Station. 

Pearson had found his friends, but he had ridden 
directly through the left wing of General Stanley's 
corps, which had been thrown out to make a junc- 
tion with General Howard's right wing. He gave 
Hardee a minute description of his experiences, and 
delivered his despatches which were read in a negro 
cabin by the roadside. 

" It is what I expected,'' said Hardee to his Staff. 
"Atlanta will be evacuated to-night, and General 
Hood will join us by making a detour by way of 
McDonough." 

"Bad news all the time," growled General Lee; 
" I do not like this running away from the enemy. 
We did enough of it under Johnston. We have lost 
about 15,000 men since we left Chattanooga. If 
we cannot defend Atlanta with 40,000 Confederate 
soldiers of all arms, we may as well stop fighting. 
We do not kill six to one, as Johnston said; nor 
even two to one. I believe the losses on each side 
are about equal. Large enough, God knows ! " 

"Alas! yes;" said Hardee. "We are not so 
very much superior to the Yankees; they seem to 
grow in the woods. They out-maneuver us, and 
fight like the devil. Superior numbers can over- 
whelm an army of heroes. * God is generally on 
the side of the heaviest artillery.' " 
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The cannon rumbled along the road; the wagons 
swayed and plunged ; the horses and mules splashed 
through puddles and streams; the soldiers marched 
with a swing and swagger of fatigue and disgust, 
muttering and cursing, and a rabble of cr3ring chil- 
dren, weeping women, and staggering old men, 
filled the road behind the marching columns. 

Hardee halted near Lovejoy's Station, went into 
camp, dug intrenchments, threw up breastworks, 
and established strong outposts. General Hood 
joined him there the next night with his whole 
army. 

General Slocum left his fortifications at the rail- 
road bridge over the Chattahoochee, September 
2d., entered Atlanta unopposed, and received the 
surrender of the city from the mayor. General 
Sherman received the news of the escape of Hood 
and the capitulation immediately, stopped the pur- 
suit of Hardee and Lee, disposed his forces round 
and within the city, moved his headquarters to the 
Lyons' house, and gave his troops rest from their 
arduous campaign. 

The fall of Atlanta produced consternation 
throughout the Confederacy. The loss of military 
stores, provisions, clothing, machine shops, powder 
factories, gun foundries, and rolling stock, was a 
great blow to the cause. The hostile possession of 
the great railroad center of communication with the 
unconquered portions of the Confederacy exposed 
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its weakness^ and seriously lessened its prestige 
with foreign nations. Dixie was doomed, and 
nations, that would at one time have intervened be- 
tween the combatants, recognized the beginning of 
the end, and feared the glistening bayonets of the 
North. 

General Hood marched his army to Macon, and 
President Davis came and assisted him in planning 
a campaign to destroy Sherman's communications 
with Nashville — ^and gave the plan to the enemy in 
a bombastic speech to the general public. 

Sherman banished all civilians; built new forti- 
fications, and made Atlanta, a great military camp. 
Farragut had already taken Mobile. Grant was 
fighting before Petersburg and Richmond. "We 
are now doing the right thing," said Sherman, 
" that we are now all to act on a common plan, 
converging on a common center, looks like en- 
lightened warfare." 

He followed at all times as much as possible the 
rules of civilized war. He declared, " War is war, 
and if they (the citizens) want peace, they and their 
relatives must stop the war. If the enemy interrupt 
our communications, I will be absolved from all 
obligations to subsist on our own resources, and 
will feel perfectly justified in taking whatever and 
wherever we can find." 

Hood marched his army from Macon round the 
southern side of Atlanta, and attempted to destroy 
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the railroad between Chattanooga and Marietta, in 
order to stop food trains, and to starve the army 
of occupation, and Sherman was obliged to send 
troops to defend it. The combatants fought over 
the same territory of their summer campaign, and 
contested fiercely the possession of certain places, 
in order to feed upon luscious blackberries and ripe 
persimmons. When Hood led his army farther 
west, Sherman increased General Thomas' army, at 
Nashville, and the Hero of Chickamauga defeated 
the Southern army, increased by Forrest's large 
cavalry force, so disastrously, that neither the 
troops nor the generals ever again recovered 
prestige or power. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" The mom the manhalling in anns,— the day* 
Battle's fliagiiifioently-etem amy I " 

The autumn of 1864 was one of the most de- 
lightful seasons ever experienced in Georgia. The 
Monk family lived upon the piazza all day except 
during the afternoon siesta, and the south wind 
blew and caressed the sun-browned faces. Hum- 
ming birds played hide and se^ in the wistaria; 
woodpeckers knocked and warblers sang; larks, 
mocking-birds, blue-jays, cat-birds, cardinal gros- 
beaks, and Uue-gray gnatcatchers, made merry 
music among the trees of the lawn. Clouds of 
robins, quail, phoebes, pigeons, doves and swallows, 
swept across the fields. Hawks, crows, buzzards 
and eagles, sailed over the tall pines, and a proces- 
sion of silvery clouds marched up from the south- 
west " like an army with banners.'' The temperate 
sunlight, the cool shadows, the grayish meadow 
mist, and the quiet plantation life were very enjoy- 
able. The armies were restii^; the heavens sent 
no storms. It seemed as if the gods of war and 
nature had declared a truce from battle. 
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Sherman's army occupied Atlanta and strategic 
points south of the city, and recuperated from its 
long campaign from Chattanooga. Exaggerated 
reports of battles came from west and north, and 
were discussed philosophically because far away. 
The colonel was content to remain at home to guard 
his property. Autumn browned the marsh grasses ; 
made the corn-stalks look like squads of soldiers in 
ragged regimentals; robbed the cotton sticks of 
their white tufts, and darkened the pine trees. 
November winds brought news that the Federals 
had abandoned the railroad west of the Chatta- 
hoochee; sent surplus supplies, guns and men back 
to Nashville; and concentrated at Atlanta, preparing 
for some new movement. 

Sherman had cruelly banished the white citizens; 
driven away the sutlers, jewhawkers and hangers- 
on of the army; built an inner line of forts; and 
made the Gate City a great military camp. 

General Hood and Governor Brown had pro- 
tested to General Sherman against the barbarous 
deportation of the people from their homes. 

" It is a war measure necessary for the success of 
my plans and the safety of my army, and fully 
justified by the rules of civilized war," replied the 
grim veteran. 

Brown sought by correspondence, coquetry, and 
personal visits to gain time, in order to ward off 
the devastation of the state, which he felt was 
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threatened. The voluntary abandonment of the 
western railroad connections, and the presence of 
60,000 splendidly equipped and disciplined soldiers, 
who quieted as well as menaced the country, por- 
tended an ominous change, and apprehension spread 
throughout the South. The most astute South- 
erner, however, did not anticipate the blows that 
were to break down the defenses of cities which 
were essential to the existence of the Confederacy. 

Sherman became tired of acting on the defensive 
along the railroad. He sent his surplus war 
material and the sick and the refused men back to 
Nashville, retaining 60,000 picked veterans, and 
abandoned his line of communications to the enemy. 
This was contrary to all rules and courting disaster. 
His objective was neither Atlanta, nor Pensacola, 
nor Charleston, but Joe Johnston's army. Now 
that Hood had taken command and marched away 
to the west, his path was clear, and he commenced 
his wonderful " March to the Sea." 

Four columns of infantry, a cavalry corps, 600 
ambulances, 2500 wagons, 65 cannon, and a follow- 
ing host of negroes, white citizens and vagabonds, 
moved over the roads and fields east and south of 
the city. Behind them, fire raged, explosions re- 
sounded, and destruction reigned beneath a canopy 
of smoke that tried to hide the terrible work of man 
from the eye of God. The Gate City was a mass 
of shattered, smoking ruins, and her destroyers 
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marched merrily onwards to the sounds of explod- 
ing mines and magazines^ and the triumphant music 
of the army bands. 

Sherman cut loose from his communications, his 
supplies, and his friends, November 21st., 1864 — z 
perilous thing to do with an army to feed — ^and, 
with twenty days' rations, and the doubtful forage 
that he expected to get from the country, fearlessly 
braved disaster. 

Four army corps crawled and twisted like blue- 
black snakes through the fields, pine lands and 
cypress swamps, between the rivers Ogeechee, 
Ocmulgee, Oconee and Savannah. They brushed 
aside all opposition; waded through swamps; pon- 
tooned rivers; penetrated dark forests; gathered 
provisions; seized horses and mules; tore up rail- 
roads; burned cotton, cotton-gins, grist-mills and 
warehouses; and carried the devastation of war to 
every hamlet, town and district. They repelled at- 
tacks, now on* the right wing, now on the left; and 
supported Kilpatrick in his fierce fights with Gen- 
eral Wheeler's restless and reckless cavalry. 

Wheeler had at last returned from his picnic-raid 
in the mountains, and now sought by excessive 
activity to make amends for his inexcusable absence. 
Pearson, left bfehind in the attack beyond Marietta, 
had found his comrades again at Lovejoy's Station. 
Hood and Hardee wished to keep him, but Wheeler 
would not consent, and he returned to his comrades 
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joyfully. The associations formed in camp and 
field and numberless fights from Mission Ridge, 
Dalton, Resaca, Cassville, New Hope Church and 
Kenesaw to Atlanta, were too dear to his heart to 
be ruthlessly broken. His troop and Jackson's wild 
riders had hovered lik^ vultures upon the flanks of 
the Federal army, seizing food-wagons and cattle; 
capturing prisoners; and wounding and killing men, 
until the Yankees were glad to get into Atlanta to 
escape from their aggravating, irritating attacks. 
Soldiers do not like to have a pot of hot coffee 
knocked out of their hands by a bullet, nor to be 
wounded just as supper is ready. 

Pearson was strong, lithe and handsome — a typi- 
cal son of the South. He was vain, egotistical and 
prejudiced; quick in apprehension, bold in execu- 
tion, and fearless of danger. Few men could swing 
a saber or ride a horse as he could. With his arms 
and his horse, he was ready to go anywhere. He 
could ride and fight on scanty rations, and sleep 
under the stars near his picketed horse without 
grumbling. He had been educated at the famous 
Citadel, at Charleston, and was ready to die in the 
last ditch for his beloved Dixie. He was one of the 
well-bom young men of the South, who made such 
uncommon soldiers, whether carrying a musket 
proudly in the ranks, or flashing a saber above a 
horse's head. Sherman knew and feared them. 
The Nation was proud of them. 
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When Slocum and Kilpatrick turned towards 
Augusta, Wheeler disputed every foot of ground to 
the Savannah River, and retired only when over- 
whelmed by superior forces. He sent Pearson 
across the river to warn Aiken and G^lumbia of the 
approach of the enemy. " Go and advise them to 
make every preparation for defense. Tell General 
Hampton we are powerless to more than hinder the 
Federal advance," were the general's instructions. 

Pearson was greatly fatigued by his rapid ride to 
Columbia, and Major MtUs secluded him until after 
supper, when he was presented to the officers and 
leading citizens and delivered his message. 

" The wires have been hot with news lately," said 
Major Mills; "Sherman's bummers have left 
Augusta without burning the bridge or the city. 
Probably they hope to trap Wheeler south of the 
river, but they cannot do it. He is like a squirrel 
up a tree, first on one side, then on the other. Sher- 
man's telegraphers are reported to be able to take 
a message off the wire by cutting it and pressing 
an end against the tongue." 

"That's nothing," said Pearson; "Joe can tell 
what is going on by listening to the wind. He's 
omniscient and ubiquitous." 

" What is the general's opinion in regard to Sher- 
man's next movement? " asked Judge L3rtle. 

" He believes he will capture Macon, then swing 
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round and march north in order to unite with 
Grant" 

"Then we must be prepared. Major/* said the 
mayor. "We must bury our valuables, and send 
our women into the mountains or down to Charles- 
ton.'' 

" There must be something in the wind," added 
the major; "the Yankee prisoners at Camp Sorg- 
hum have received some cheerful news from the 
niggers or the * fresh fish' (new prisoners), and 
are jubilant over it. They sing a new song lately, 
which was written by Adjutant Byers, of the Fifth 
Iowa Infantry. It ends like this, 



** * And the stars of oar banner shone brighter, 
When Sherman marched down to the sea.' " 



"Gads! Is that prophecy? Have old Tecum- 
seh's intentions leaked out through camp-followers 
and spies? If he attempts to march to the coast, 
he will drown in the swamps, or starve in the piney 
woods," said Pearson. 

"Major, you had better give your prisoners 
desecrated (dessicated) vegetables, and consecrated 
(concentrated) milk, such as they were used to in 
the Union army, or it will go hard with you, when 
their deliverers arrive,'* remarked the judge laugh- 
ing. 

" We had better drink that fine wine you brought 
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from Charleston, Judge," said the major, winking 
at the other gentlemen. 

"Happy thought. Major. Come around to my 
room at eight o'clock with Captain Stansell, Pear- 
son and other friends, and we will sample it and 
try a hand at poker." 

" Thanks, Judge; you may lay out for seven good 
fellows sure," replied the major. 

Pearson went to the Convent to see his cousins. 

"Is it really you, Frank?" asked Estelle, after 
her. first surprise and loving greeting. "We 
haven't heard from you for an age. Pa says, * Luck 
has turned against us lately, and our losses have 
been severe.' " 

" Yes, this is I, safe and sound. I've been in some 
tight places since I saw you, but have squeezed 
through them." 

" I am so glad you are not hurt," said Edna, 
caressing his hand, her eyes moist and shining. 
" Oh ! I do hope peace will come before anything 
happens to you, Frank. The starving prisoners, 
and the soldiers without arms and legs, make me 
sick. I am so tired reading of battles, and studying 
the lists of wounded and killed. How horrible it 
all is!" 

"There was a peace conference between Rich- 
mond and Washington officials, but our side de* 
manded recognition of the Confederacy, and the 
other side asked unconditional surrender and a 
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restoration of the Union. Of course, nothing came 
of it. Now that the peace-at-any-price party has 
been defeated, McClellan beaten, and Lincoln 
triumphantly re-elected, the war will be prosecuted 
with renewed energy." 

" Pa says, ' The loss of Vicksburg, Mobile and 
Atlanta settles the question; Secession cannot pre- 
vail against the Union, and further fighting would 
be murder,' " said Estelle. 

"Until our armies are destroyed, there will be 
hope of final success, and of help from Europe. 
A French army is in Mexico next to Texas, and the 
English are very near us in Canada, Bermuda and 
Nassau." The girls stared. These hopes were 
new to them. 

"Pa wishes us to come home for Christmas," 
said Edna. 

" Well, why not? Only I would suggest you go 
at once. Columbia may soon be in the hands of the 
enemy. The Federals are at Augusta, and our 
depleted forces cannot stop their invasion of our 
sacred soil. You might not be able to travel later." 

The girls looked frightened and called the Lady 
Superior from the next room. When Pearson had 
explained the circumstances, she approved of an 
early departure, although she declared her school 
would be protected by General Sherman, because 
she had known his daughter at an Academy in the 
North. They decided to go by way of Barnwell, 
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and the girls should visit Frank's Uncle Green, who 
lived near the Salkehatchie River, thus keeping the 
great Savannah River between them and the enemy. 
Judge Lytle had spent a month at the capital, and 
was going home by train. His man Joshua was to 
take his horses and carriage to Charleston. When 
he learned of the early departure of the daughters of 
his friend, Burton, he insisted they should take the 
team as far as necessary, and Pearson accepted the 
offer gratefully. Joshua knew the roads well, and 
Judge Burton approved the plan. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

^ Ab leaves tamed red 
And some fell dead, 
For sunnier skies two songsters fled** 

A' WARM breeze and bright sunlight blessed the 
day of departure, and the girls' popularity was man- 
ifested by ardent caresses and an ocean of tears, 
as they bade adieux to their school-mates, who 
glanced frequently and admiringly at Pearson and 
his beautiful horse. Their sly attentions were un- 
noticed by his tearful cousins, who were leaving a 
safe nest for the wild world's dangers. Pearson 
rode by the side or ahead of the team, talking to 
Joshua about the route, and chaffing the girls be- 
cause they were so happy to get away from school. 

"I am glad because I am going home," said 
Edna, sinking back into the cushioned carriage. 

" I am happy to be released from early prayers — 
and — ^talks on domestic economy," said Estelle. 

" Queer stuff for a young ladies' school, I should 
say," commented Pearson. 

"The Lady Superior says, 'the Confederacy is 
awfully poor now; the slaves are free, and we will 
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have to be our own maids and housekeepers/ The 
idea ! Pa wouldn't let us work," said Estelle scorn- 
fully. 

" Somebody must carry the keys of the pantry 
and the cellar, or the niggers would appropriate 
everything. Wouldn't they, Joshua?" remarked 
Pearson. 

" Dunno, Mistah Pearson, I 'specs some knows 
de difference 'tween right an' wrong, but dey has so 
leetle, dey is pow'ful tempted, when dey sees tings 
layin' roun'. Dey thinks marse an' missus is rich 
an' don't mind losin' suthin' ter eat. Did yo' eber 
know er mule ter stan' back an' let er boss hab er 
moufful er cow-peas, when he could git it hisself ? " 

The girls laughed gleefully. 

" Poor things ! they cannot read ; they have little 
moral sense; but I don't see how we can do without 
them," said Estelle. 

"Mules are not human beii^s, Joshua," added 
Pearson. 

" In course not, sah. Man wuz made in Gawd's 
image, but de good Lawd wuzn't keerful, when de 
black man wuz sot agin de palins ter dry." 

"I think not, especially with those who came 
from Cuba and Africa." 

" I seed 'em down on de rice plantations ; nose 
all ober de face; mouf like er shark, wid de teeth 
filed ter er pint, an' de wool so kinky it made de 
haid ache. How yo' 'specs dcm black cattle ter do 
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anything *cq)t eat an' sleep? Dey don't know how 
ter work when dey is tole, Dcy is none er my kin, 
I's shuah ob dat." 

** I would like to send one of that kind to Abe 
Lincoln for a household pet/' 

This started the girls laughing hysterically, and 
Estelle couldn't stop for a while. 

**How do you happen to know so much, Joshua? '* 

''I alius libbed in de judge's fambly. I lamed 
ter read de Good Book an' papers, an'I'se bin in 
mis'ry eber sense." 

"That ought to make you happy/' said Estelle. 

** No, missus; black man cat, sleep, work an' hab 
er fambly, an' is happy. Den he lam ter read an* 
finds out tings, an' dat it am bad ter lie an' steal. 
He don't hab what he earns — ^his marster takes 
eberyting. He knows he is er slabe an' may be sold 
any day, an' go 'way f mm his wife an' chil'em ; an' 
he's 'fraid an' mis'rable. He can't lam ter be good 
all ter onct. It's onreason'ble ter 'spect it." 

" You talk well. Uncle. Why don't you buy your 
freedom, or try to ran away? " asked Pearson. 

** I'se too old fur sich foolishness. I heerd Marse 
Linkum wuz comin' ter make us free, but I'll nebber 
leab Marse Lytle. He's berry good ter me, an' Fse 
'tached ter de fambly." 

" If Mister Lincoln should come down here, we'd 
shoot him full of holes." 

** I 'specs dat's so, Marse Lieutenant You hate 
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dem Yankees 'cause dey has freed de slaties^ an' 
won't let de Souf go out ob de Union." 

" We are out of the Union, old man, and, when 
peace is declared, we will make the North pay us for 
every slave lost or stolen." 

"What we runnin' Vay frum Columby fur, 
Marse Pearson? The judge tinks we is beaten now, 
an' must gib up or lose eberything." 

" The judge knows nothing about war," replied 
Pearson with contempt and irritation. He recog- 
nized that a dangerously active brain for a negro 
juggled with logic beneath the grizzly-gray wool of 
Joshua, who had grown up in the Lytle family, and 
acquired a little knowledge and some good manners. 

The fresh air and musky odor of the forest were 
delicious to the girls after their imprisonment at 
school. The road was sandy and heavy, and the 
two thoroughbred horses perspired freely as they 
floundered onward. The Congaree River was soon 
left behind, and the sluggish Edisto was crossed 
about noon. Black-jacks frowned, oaks fluttered, 
and tall pines murmured along the way. Birds 
chirped sweetly in the thickets of canebrake, alder, 
poplar and bay, where streams meandered. Robins, 
blackbirds, larks and quail, flew about the clear- 
ings. Buzzards hovered over hillsides. Hawks and 
eagles looked over the landscape from perches on 
gray, barkless pines. Wild fowl swam in ponds full 
of swollen-footed cypress. Fields of cotton-sticks, 
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and patches of ungathered vegetables were passed 
on either hand. Haystacks, log-cabins, frame- 
houses, grist-mills and cotton-gins were seen occas- 
ionally. Negroes were numerous round the houses 
and in the road, but white people seemed scarce and 
shy. 

The travelers had a picnic at noon beneath a 
great oak near a bubbling spring, and Estelle 
quoted, 

** Here are cool mosses deep, 
And through the moss the ivies creep," 

and Edna clapped her hands and added, 

" The night is mother of the day, 
The winter of the spring ; 
And ever upon old decay, 
The greenest mosses cling." 

The horses whinnied; Pearson spilled his ochra 
coffee over the little fire he had started, and Joshua 
smiled approval. The birds sang in the great trees, 
and laughter trickled through the leaves and awoke 
the deer from their midday siesta. True comraderie 
was here, and happiness smothered care. 

"How delightful to live out of doors!" ex- 
claimed Estelle. 

" Not so bad after the insects and snakes have 
retired to winter quarters, and when it is neither 
cold nor rainy," said Pearson. 
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They crossed the South Carolina Railroad above 
Midway ; forded a stream, where the water rose to 
the carriage floor, and the horses drank and splut- 
tered and splashed. 

Pearson laughed at the girls' cries^ as he sat upon 
his horse beyond the creek and shouted not to be 
afraid. Edna thought she had never seen such a 
fine picture, as the spirited horse and his graceful 
rider. 

They saw through a gap in the trees the spire of 
a little church, and heard behind them the puffing of 
a locomotive. They passed great fallow fields; new 
clearings full of half-burned stumps; dark forests, 
and groups of cabins, with the mansion in the rear. 
Pearson pointed across a broad savannah beyond 
a grove of long-leaf pines to gray trunks of trees, 
which he said had been the gallows of several mur- 
derous Georgia negroes. The girls shuddered and 
Joshua groaned. 

" Since that affair, the niggers on each side of 
the river have behaved better. Where the niggers 
outnumber the whites three to one, it is necessary 
to have a killing occasionally to keep them under,'' 
said Pearson over his shoulder. 

The planters were few and far apart; towns were 
remote, and the whites lived in constant fear of in- 
surrection. Negroes were not allowed to have fire- 
arms; nor to assemble in numbers, especially from 
different neighborhoods. Teachers and preachers 
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were hampered in various ways. The churches 
were watched suspiciously. 

What a horrible state of affairs for both classes ! 
Who will say the whites were not justified in their 
measures for protection? 

Not the fanatical, sentimental Abolitionists of the 
North, who, "on flowery beds of ease," judged 
slave conditions from exaggerated, isolated ex- 
periences; and believed the semi-barbarians of the 
rice swamps and cotton fields felt as they, the cul- 
tured, pampered children of luxury, did. 

The field-hands were satisfied to toil like " dumb, 
driven cattle," and to leave problems of physical 
existence and strict morality to their owners. The 
house servants were dissatisfied in proportion as 
they had had intimate relations with the family. 
They had intelligence and knowledge of life, and 
had traveled somewhat. They longed to own them- 
selves, to do as they pleased, to speculate in the 
world's goods, and to accumulate wealth. They 
had fanciful dreams like the Argonauts of Cali- 
fornia, and foresaw no better than they the skele- 
tons of their race, which would bleach along the 
way. 

Pearson was thinking, as he jogged along the 
darkening way, when his horse suddenly reared, 
turned round, and dashed back to the carriage. A 
less experienced rider would have tumbled in the 
road, but the lieutenant sat firmly, pulled upon the 
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bridle reins, and spoke soothingly to the frightened 
animal. The carriage horses snorted and pranced. 

"What is the matter, Frank?" cried Estelle. 

"Don't be frightened, sister; Frank will protect 
us," replied Edna coolly. 

"Joshua, keep perfectly quiet; take this pistol 
and use it, if any one should molest the carriage," 
said Pearson in a whisper. He dismounted, led his 
horse with one hand, held a 44-calibre revolver in 
the other, and advanced cautiously towards the dark 
ravine ahead. He kept on the side of the road, and, 
straining his eyes into the darkness, caught a glim- 
mer of twilight from the stream. This enabled him 
to perceive the black mass of a man, resting on his 
hands and knees upon the farther bank and ap- 
parently drinking. 

"Who are you?" he shouted in commanding 
tone. 

The man got up and looked at him without say- 
ing anything. 

" Answer, or I will fire f " he yelled. 

The man did not reply and Pearson fired. The 
bullet went straight to its mark; the man gave a 
sound between a groan and a growl, dropped down 
and crashed into the canebrake. It was a black 
bear. 

The lieutenant rode back to the carriage. "It 
was only a bear, and he has run away wotmded," 
said he to the frightened girls. 
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" Bless *de Lawd ! " cried Joshua. 

The horses plunged along the narrow way and 
Joshua talked to them. The girls conversed in 
weak and weary tones. The stars shone between the 
tree-tops and lighted the gray road, and Pearson 
led the advsince. Joshua hurried past dense forests, 
through rushing waters, over corduroy roads and 
across shaking bridges, with confidence in his horses 
and in his knowledge of the way. The girls slept 
now, except when the wheels bumped against 
stumps, and the carriage almost fell off the frail 
bridge in crossing the Salkehatchie. 

"Are we almost there, Joshua?" asked Estelle, 
finally, as she awoke to the last danger. 

" Yes, Missus ; I think Marse Green's plantation 
is about free miles furder. Sleep again. Honey; 
we'll soon be dar." 

Estelle shivered and Edna covered her closer and 
kissed her in a motherly way. She had more 
strength and energy than Estelle, whose lily-white 
skin, very bright eyes, and slender, classic form in- 
dicated delicacy of physique and a consuming spirit. 
Frailty of body and flaming of passions are usual 
in Southern ladies, whose constitutions are weak- 
ened by climatic heat and insidious malaria. Estelle 
needed the pure, cold air of the North to enrich her 
blood and strenjgthen her. 

Edna had inherited her mother's red corpuscles 
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and resolute energy, and the tedious journey had 
not fatigued her much nor quenched her spirit. 

The baying of a hound roused the girls about 
nine o'clock, and Joshua followed Pearson into a 
yard, where a two-story house, with a typical 
double piazza, faced the road, and cabins and various 
outbuildings formed two sides of a quadrangle. 
Pearson pricked the noisy hound with his saber, 
lights appeared in the windows, several negroes 
came from the cabins, and one was sent to the man- 
sion to inform Mr. Green that his nephew and some 
ladies had arrived. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

" How bright the fagots in his little hall 
Blaze on the hearth, and wann his pictured wall.** 

"Snakes and Injuns! Howdy, Frank? Whar 
did yo' come from this time o' night?" said Mr. 
Green, buttoning up his coat, as he shook Pear- 
son's hand heartily. 

"Columbia, Uncle, with two ladies, the Misses 
Burton, of Savannah, and one of Judge Lytle's 
men, Joshua, for a driver." 

" Wall, yo' must be pesky tired. More than sixty 
miles, I reckon. Get your folks right into the 
house. Ladies, yo' be welcome, and yo' too, Joshua. 
Luther, yo' keer fur Mister Pearson's horse. 
Jacob, yo' take out the carriage horses and help 
Joshua keer fur 'em. Find him a good bed, and 
Missus Green'U send him somethin' ter eat 'fore 
long." 

Mr. Green led the way to the house, the ladies 
followed with arms full of wraps, and Pearson 
carried his precious saddle. Mrs. Green kissed 
Frank and the girls, and Theresa greeted them 
bashfully. 
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"Yo* po' chiremf Yo' must be most tired 
to death. Sich a ride this cold night! Theresa, 
put more light-wood on the fire," said the good 
mother. 

Theresa conducted the girls to a bed-chamber 
and brought them hot water. Then she assisted her 
mother in preparing supper, notwithstanding the 
protestations of the guests, who did not wish to 
make so much trouble so late at night. But they 
were ready when the bell rang. 

Pearson had washed in a tin-basin on the back 
piazza, used his pocket-comb, brushed his gray 
uniform, pulled off his boots, and sat down with 
his uncle before the hot pitch-pine fire to talk of 
the war and fallen fast asleep. When supper was 
announced Mr. Green shook him several times be- 
fore he awoke, when he sprang up, reached for his 
pistol and shouted, " Follow me, men I " and looked 
around the room in surprise. 

" Whar be yo' goin', Frank? " asked his amused 
uncle. 

"I dreamed I was charging the guard of a 
wagon-train — ^but I would rather be here," he 
replied. 

The hot supper provided was evidence enough 
that the South had plenty of food in reserve. The 
difficulty was to transport it by dilapidated wagons, 
decrepit mules, and worn-out railroads to armies 
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ever on the inarch, and often harassed by an active 
and vigilant enemy. 

" Now, dears, just help yoreselves an' Judy will 
pass wat yo' can't reach," said Mrs. Green. 

"Tea! I haven't seen any since '62," declared 
Estelle with great surprise. 

"We got this last spring through a friend at 
Charleston, and keep it for special occasions." 

Judy moved about the table with grace. Her 
skin was a rich brown ; her eyes were sparkling jet ; 
her African features were perfect, and her form, 
covered by a loose calico, was exquisitely moulded. 
The expression of childlike ignorance and innocence 
in her face, and the graceful movements of her 
voluptuous body, were those of a perfect animal, 
and made one think of a deer in the wildwood. 

" We had supper long ago, but we are going to 
be sociable and drink tea with yo'," said Mrs. Green, 
as she poured the delicious brewing into great blue 
cups for all present. 

" I am sure we greatly appreciate your kindness. 
Missus Green," said Edna. " We never had tea at 
the Convent." 

" I suppose not, child ; the abolition spinsters of 
Massachusetts use it all, while discussing us over 
their teacups. Boston tea-parties have become quite 
fashionable again." 

A smile went around the table, and Mr. Green 
remarked, "Yes, the British are shrewd traders. 
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and, since running the blockade has become dan- 
gerous and unprofitable, and the Queen's sympathy 
is for our opponents, they seek a good market in the 
North/' 

" The English deceived us by holding out hopes 
of recognition of the Confederacy in order to get 
our cotton and to sell us goods at enormous profits." 

"You are quite right, Frank; I believe they 
never intended recognition without annexation. 
How would you like to live in a southern Canada, 
as a fraction of an English colony? " 

"Not at all. Uncle. It could not be. The 
French Canadians, who love the United States, 
would rise and, assisted by Grant, conquer Canada; 
and the South would be a battle ground for a gener- 
ation. Slavery is dead. The English would not 
revive it here. They have abolished it in all their 
own dominions. No power could restore the statu 
quo ante bellum. We could not endure English 
suzerainty. I would prefer United States bayonets 
to those of any foreign nation." 

" The News and Courier advocates any measure 
that promises to save the Confederacy from surrend- 
ering." 

" There are some fates worse than surrender." 

"Then you are in favor of giving up and 
acknowledging the supremacy of the United 
States?" 

"Not until we are beaten. Uncle. We have 
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judged the Yankees by the fanatics of Boston. The 
abolition of slavery was a war measure. The 
masses north and west love the old flag and the 
Union. Their armies are fighting for these, and not 
for the nigger." 

**We have despised and insulted the Yankees, 
but they have won our respect and esteem by the 
humanity of their rulers, by the patience and hero- 
ism of the prisoners, and by the manly conduct of 
the soldiers on the field of battle. 

"Federal and Confederate soldiers fight each 
other like tigers; then, trade papers, coffee and 
tobacco on the picket-line; unite their voices in 
patriotic songs, and bury the blue and the gray with 
solemnity and tears. There is something that stirs 
within me and makes me think ours is a family 
quarrel, and that the mingling of the blood of Pur- 
itan and Cavalier will never permit a permanent 
separation of the North and the South." 

Everybody listened to this speech with breathless 
attention. Mr. Green looked at Frank's uniform 
and into his eyes with grave concern. Mrs. Green 
was in tears. Estelle was holding Theresa's hand. 
Edna sat as immovable as a statue. 

" That is what the New York Evening Post says, 
and it is my opinion too," said Mr. Green. " We 
don't want any foreign interference now; it is too 
late. When circumstances demand it, we shall settle 
our differences and establish an honorable peace. I 
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have never believed we could found a Confederacy 
upon a corner-stone of slavery, and defend it suc- 
cessfully by bayonets on the frontier." 

Here was treason in the heart of the Confederacy. 
Mr. Green dared not talk in this manner over at 
the railroad station, where the negroes slouched 
around the platform, and the planters assembled 
every evening to discuss the crops and the progress 
of the war. 

There was treason, also, in the heart of the 
North, where the Copperhead press was aiding and 
abetting it; the Indiana Legislature was restrained 
from recognition of the Confederacy by Union 
soldiers ; the Vallandigham hundred-thousand 
peace Democrats howled in Illinois; the Knights of 
the Golden Circle counted 400,000 men, sworn to 
rise and join the Confederate army when so ordered, 
and a disgraced Union general on a pusillanimous 
platform had tried to assassinate liberty. 

The Southern planters were industrious readers 
of history, and they understood the laws of the 
States and of the United States better than the lead- 
ing citizens of the North. A few books mastered 
are better than a large library skimmed. Mr. Green 
had come to the conclusion the war was a failure, 
and the South would be conquered, but he had 
never dared to express his opinions until his nephew 
had uttered his thoughts, which were, also, those 
of many of his comrades. 
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The negroes were very cautious not to be over- 
heard in their talk about Marse Linkum's freedom 
and General Sherman's victorious advance to At- 
lanta. There were enough intelligent nien to 
rightly interpret what was happening to the dumb 
and stupid negroes, and all watched and waited. 

" Yo' have grown to be quite a man since yo' 
came up here hunting and fishing, Frank/' said Mrs. 
Green, after a long silence. 

"It's about time, Aunt Kate; I was twenty-two 
last month." 

" Yo' have gained a heap er knowledge too. Yo' 
talk better than our preacher, and he is college 
bred." 

" A soldier's life quickens his wits, madam, else 
he would be killed in his first scrimmage." 

" And yo' have been at school in Columby, girls? 
I wish Theresa had gone there instead of to the 
Academy at Aiken. The Convent gives one sich a 
style — ^but she couldn't have come home fur the 
Sabbath." 

Mrs, Green thought the beauty, grace, manners 
and style of the Burton girls had been put on by 
a manual process, instead of being the result of 
birth and the environment of a luxurious home in 
Savannah. 

" It wouldn't make any difference," said Theresa, 
blushing scarlet, "when one lives on a plantation 
among the niggers, ma, and good society is miles 



Digitized by 



Google 



ii6 SOUTHERN BUDS 

away. Ma and I are busy most of the time looking 
after our lazy servants and feeding the chickens 
and the dogs. Tea at a neighbor's occasionally, 
church every other Sunday, and a shopping trip to 
Aiken once a month, constitute our social entertain- 
ment. Pa spends his time with the field-hands and 
the mules, when he isn't traveling to and from 
town.'* 

" That is a good description, Theresa,'* said her 
mother ; " only yo' forget the time spent unlocking 
and locking the pantry and the smoke-house. If we 
did not do that, the poor, black things would carry 
off everything." 

" They stole a whole house in Atlanta," said 
Pearson. " First, the piazza was burned piecemeal ; 
then the sash, shutters and doors were used for fuel. 
When the house could no longer be rented because 
of its dilapidated condition, the floors, roof and 
walls disappeared in the darkness. I saw the vacant 
lot myself. If we cannot use the whip, the Lord 
help white folks." 

Joshua, who had been invited into the kitchen to 
eat, heard the story through the open door and 
nearly choked with laughter. A little more talk of 
domestic troubles and the war, a look at the horses, 
and the silence of midnight and sleep brooded over 
the household. 

Two butcher-birds were fighting in a Pride of 
India (China) tree; a belated mocking-bird was 
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singing* in the trellis, and negro children were 
frolicking around the cabin doors, when the guests 
went down to breakfast. Pearson had visited his 
horse and met his uncle in the yard. "How is 
Nat? "asked he. 

" He was right smart peart, when he was up on 
leave a month ago. He is a lieutenant of infantry, 
in Fort Moultrie, yo' know, and was called back by 
some of Admiral Dahlgren's deviltry. Charleston is 
most knocked to pieces by that big Parrot rifle, they 
call, ' Swamp Angel,' which is mounted on a log 
platform in a swamp on Morris Island. It fires shell 
at Saint Michael's Church steeple, but they fall all 
around and smash things. I would rather have this 
house now than one on Bay View Street." 

"Of course, but your time may come, if Sher- 
man's bummers should forage in this direction." 

"Doyo' think they will?" 

" Not at present. The Savannah River hinders 
them. I think they will capture Macon and then 
turn back west in pursuit of Hood." 

" Why don't yo' stop 'em? " 

" Hell! Stop an avalanche? Governor Brown has 
only 10,000 raw militia to help General McLaw's 
15,000 r^ulars. Joe has only part of the cavalry. 
Hardee is obliged to act now on the defensive. 
Hood has swung the main army round to Palmetto, 
on the West Point Railroad, and is marching to- 
wards Franklin and Nashville." 
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^' What is to hinder Sherman from marching to 
the coast?" 

" He might do it, if he dared, and didn't starve 
on the way." 

"Gad! that wouldn't please Nat. He doesn't 
like being shut up in a fort, with the ironclads firing 
big shell at him. One shell burst upon the roof of 
headquarters, set the building on fire and drove the 
officers from the dinner-table. They were so mad, 
they manned the battery, and had an artillery duel 
with the Ironclads Patapsco, and Nahant, which 
were on picket in the channel between Moultrie and 
Sumter. A few men were killed on each side; the 
ironclads turned their turrets and fired as often as 
the fort did. It is wonderful how they work ! " 

" It isn't pleasant to dodge cannon balls, Uncle. 
I did it in the Port Royal battle, where the vessels 
sailed round in a circle and fired tons of shot and 
shell at Fort Walker (Hilton Head) and Fort 
Beauregard (Bay Point). We could not withstand 
the terrific broadsides and retreated, leaving some 
of our guns loaded. It would have been death to 
have remained to fire them, and we were so deaf- 
ened, we could not hear the officers' commands." 

"Rough on raw recruits, hey, Frank?" and 
Green laughed. 

The breakfast-bell rang a second time sharply, 
and they hastened to the table. The board of health 
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had no member missing, and the new friends became 
firm friends ere the meal was finished. 

"It is lucky you are to make a little visit, 
ladies/' said Frank; "the horses walk as if their 
legs were made of wood." 

"Of course; sandy roads are worse than muddy 
ones, and wading in streams is good only for 
foundered horses," said Mr. Green. 

" I am glad you will be obliged to take a little 
rest, Frank, and can show us the neighborhood," 
remarked Edna joyfully. 

" There are pretty places all around us, and our 
horses have little to do this time of year," added 
Mrs. Green. 

" We can gather moss from the cypress trees in 
the Salkehatchie swamps; catch suckers, bass, and 
cat-fish, and have a picnic at the ford," continued 
Theresa. 

The sun soon burned the morning mist; little nigs 
played about the verdureless yard and stared at the 
strangers; the field-hands attended the stock and 
repaired the fences; the horses nibbled grass along 
the stream near a swamp where snakes and rabbits 
hid, and buzzards and hawks sailed around above 
the stockyard, or perched on dead pines and watched 
for prey. 

Theresa led the guests to a grove of long-leaf 
pines near the edge of a rye field, where a fallen tree 
trunk offered seats. The forest thickened down the 
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hillside with black-jack, oak, poplar, sycamore, pine, 
ash, maple, dogwood and holly. A thicket of alder, 
canebrake, bay, sassafras, plum, myrtle, honeysuckle, 
nightshade and thorn bordered a stream at the foot 
of the hill, and birds of scarlet, red and yellow 
plumage sang and flitted in its mazes. The sun- 
light slanted among the tree trunks ; a warm south- 
erly breeze murmured among the needles and tossed 
the tassels of the pines, and thuds of a woodchop- 
per's axe came across the run to mar nature's 
harmony. 

"O, see the mistletoe! We must get some to 
hang over the doors to-night," cried Theresa, and 
she ran down the hill with Edna. 

Estelle remained seated upon the tree trunk with 
Frank. , 

" Do you believe in the mistletoe fancy, Estelle? '* 
asked Frank. 

" Yes; I have seen it decide the fate of several of 
my friends."' 

" Pshaw! I do not; it is a childish notion." 
"I suppose then you haven't any confidence in 
what the daisies say?" 

" Of course not ; it is all nonsense." 
" We will see what will happen to-night." 
" I am going to leave you to-morrow, Estelle." 
"So soon, Frank? I am very sorry. I hoped 
you would remain to accompany us home." 
" I should be delighted if I could, but every cav- 
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alryman is needed now to gather information of the 
enemy's movements and to attack him at every op- 
portunity. I will write to your father, explain your 
situation, and, perhaps, he may come after you him- 
self." 

" Possibly — ^he is not very busy at present." 

"I was glad to have your picture, Estdle. I 
have carried it next my heart." 

"Edna's too? Were they good for palpita- 
tion?" 

" Yes ; and yours inspired hope that I might at 
some future day have the original for my wife." 

Estelle stirred the leaves with her foot and re- 
mained silent, her face pale and her lips compressed. 

" In camp, on the march, in battle, your sweet 
face is always before me," continued Pearson 
rapidly; "it nerves me to fight better for our 
beloved Confederacy, that peace may sooner come 
and I may claim my reward." 

"Why, Frank! we hardly know each other. 
How audacious to propose to a school-girl, who 
doesn't know what love is. Pa and ma, Edna and 
my studies take all my affection. I like and admire 
you, but the thought of marriage frightens me. 
This is only a passing fancy, Frank, inspired by 
contrast between rough soldiers and delicate ladies. 
Go back to the army and remember us all. We will 
pray for you." 

" Estelle, I love you. How can you be so calm? 
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Will you not give me a little hope of future happi- 
ness?"' 

" I cannot deceive you nor myself, Frank, I can- 
not forge chains for future misery. Love is as 
mysterious as life and death, and the heart must 
show the way ere timid footsteps follow/' 

"Come and get this mistletoe for me, Frank I" 
called Edna in an imperious tone. 

" Go to Edna, Frank; I like you, but I Aink she 
loves you." 

Estelle gave him a sly glance, ran a long way in 
a rabbit-path, and sat down beneath a holly tree. 
She broke off a branch covered with olive-green 
leaves and scarlet berries, and gave a little cry as 
a thorn pierced her finger. "How pretty it is! 
How deceiving! I have grieved Q>usin Frank. 
He is a noble fellow and I am sorry. I wish it had 
not happened. I suppose we shall always feel 
embarrassed hereafter when we meet." 

Estelle picked some holly branches and exhibited 
them as excuse for her absence. Pearson was full 
of pranks and hilarity. She watched him warily 
and concluded he was not seriously wounded. 

The merry party returned to the house, carrying 
mistletoe, holly and pine tassels. 

Such a house for a rich planter! Travelers have 
described the grand, colonial mansions of the 
landed proprietors of the South, with their great 
gables, immense columns, and two-story porticos 
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and piazzas— luxurious homes, surrounded by 
stately trees and beautiful gardens — ^and the reader 
imagines every plantation is thus adorned. It is ex- 
ceptional. The house of a planter is usually an 
unpainted, roughly plastered, story-and-a-half bar- 
racks, not much better than the barn of a prosper- 
ous Pennsylvania farmer. 

Howell Green's house was warped and blackened 
by the sun; shaded by scraggy trees; situated in a 
grassless, hard-baked yard, where a few flowering 
plants were imprisoned by bricks, arranged in fanci- 
ful borders. The touch of woman's hand in plants 
and shrubs rather exposed than hid the barren- 
ness. The out-buildings on each side of the yard 
economized land, but murdered the picturesque. 

The musty parlor was warmed by the light-wood 
fire and hearty hospitality in the evening, and 
young Mr. Sims and his sister called from a neigh- 
boring plantation. The mistletoe had been placed 
over the doors. Mr. Green and Pearson went out 
to receive the guests, and the latter hastened back 
by a side door beneath Edna's mistletoe. The girls 
shouted, Edna smiled, and Estelle nodded at Frank, 
too well satisfied to please him. Mr. Sims passed 
beneath Theresa's fateful slip and blushed and 
stammered, while he accepted the applause and con- 
gratulations gratefully. Mr. Green came in beneath 
Estelle's mystic plant, and declared laughingly, he 
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would make her number two, if he were ever so 
unfortunate as to become a widower. 

The girls talked of school-days; Sims clung to 
Pearson, and they conversed about the war. He 
said, he wished to go into the army, but his 
widowed mother and his sister could not be left 
alone. The niggers and the plantation demanded 
his constant attention, and he was obliged to forego 
his chance for glory and walk in the dull path of 
duty. 

Pearson informed him of the progress of the 
struggle, and of the dismal outlook for the South. 
*'You are doing your duty," said he; "it is well 
some men are spared to raise the crops and pro- 
tect the homes. Sell your slaves for anything you 
can get ; stay here out of the service and guard your 
property, and your mother's interests will survive 
whichever side conquers." 

" You seem to anticipate disaster to the Confed- 
eracy. I have thought our great resources and 
brave fighters would insure victory." 

"We thought so at first, but our army needs 
everything, the Federal army, nothing. We are 
fighting our own kind, Americans, and are greatly 
outnumbered. Better keep out of it." 

Pearson said good-bye next morning and rode 
away towards the Savannah River, with his saddle- 
bags full of good food. He crossed the river at 
dark and spent a part of the night with the ferry- 
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man. As he mounted his horse next morning, he 
heard sounds of heavy guns in the direction of 
Waynesboro, where a brisk skirmish had developed 
into a battle. He learned during the day from 
Pinelanders, that Kilpatrick's Cavalry, supported 
by a large force of infantry, had been attacked by 
General Wheeler, who had followed the enemy 
from Augusta. His friends were repulsed by su- 
perior numbers and retired towards the river, and 
he joined them before night. He was glad to be 
with his own zgBin, and his comrades rejoiced at 
his return and shared his goodies. He slept 
beneath a tree, with his saddle for a pillow and his 
horse picketed near him, and dreamed of home and 
sweet faces. He awoke to share the dangers and 
privations of a soldier's life, but he was happier 
than he had been at Green's plantation. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

** Fold him in his country's fla^ 
Roll the drum and fire the yoUey t 
What to him are all our wan ? ** 

After Pearson had ridden out of sight towards 
Atlanta, Colonel Monk went to his room and 
washed and bandaged his wounded leg, assisted by 
his wife, whose indignation at the Yankee soldiers 
and bitter denunciations of the Northern people 
made her forget her own frailty. 

"Why don't you kill that wounded Yankee? 
His arm is 'most shot off, and he'll die anyway. I 
would kill every one I could, if I had my way! " 
sputtered Mrs. Monk. 

" Because Lieutenant Pitcher is my prisoner, and 
I could not commit murder. I must obey the laws 
of war and protect him, or suffer the consequences. 
Our son's safety in a Northern prison depends on 
the same law. How would you like his captors to 
kill him?" 

Mrs. Monk became faint and sank into a chair, 
the colonel got her smelling-salts and went across 
the halL He found Harriet and Pitcher convers- 
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ing pleasantly. The lieutenant sat upon a chair 
with a rope wound loosely round his legs, and she 
sat opposite to him with a revolver in her lap. 

"Ah! On guard, are you, Hattie? You've 
plenty of grit, it seems. It didn't come from your 
mother. Well, sir; you got more than you expected 
this time? You'll get a d— -d sight worse, if you 
do not stop this marauding. This attacking private 
houses and robbing plantations is outrageous, 
sir, and you ought to be hung for it. Robbery, 
arson and murder might be excused among bar- 
barians, but we expected regular troops would be 
restrained by their officers from committing such 
deeds." 

" Foraging is permissible to all armies, and de- 
struction of property is justifiable, when it will in- 
jure the enemy. Men in arms against the Govern- 
ment forfeit their rights in property, and we may 
destroy it if we please. Civilians, sympathizers 
with rebellion, are protected in person and property 
unless guilty of treasonable acts. These are Uncle 
Billy's orders, and they have to be obeyed." 

" Well, I think your troops do not pay much at- 
tention to orders, to judge by the outrages they 
are committing in the county." 

"There is. a rabble of stragglers, deserters and 
vagabonds, which follows every army, and gives the 
honest soldiers a bad reputation. The foragers 
sometimes get far from the marching columns and 
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forget their manners and orders. The discipline of 
our army is excellent, but our officers cannot pre- 
vent some infraction, of it. Your own officers have 
less inclination to prevent outrages. Some of our 
men have been mutilated after death by the riffraff 
of Wheeler's Cavalry; your guards have starved 
and murdered many Union prisoners, and you have 
pillaged and burned whenever you could. I remem- 
ber the havoc of your advance to Gettysburg, and 
the burning of Chambersburg." 

This speech from so young an officer surprised 
the colonel and filled Harriet with admiration. She 
was not accustomed to hearing any one oppose her 
father so boldly. The colonel was indignant at the 
speech, but he could not restrain a feeling of 
respect for the lieutenant that softened his next 
remark. 

"Your Uncle Billy cannot have his own way; 
nor let his vagabonds run loose in Georgia, sir." 

** Pardon me. Colonel, but I think you cannot 
help it, although you gave us a warm reception. 
I tried with my rough-riders to capture a lieuten- 
ant of cavalry and a colonel of militia. You chose 
to resist, and the results are disastrous to all con- 
cerned. I am a prisoner of war, at your mercy, and 
I trust you understand my rights." 

" I do, sir ; you are a prisoner, but it shall never 
be said Colonel Monk, of Georgia, turned a Yankee 
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out of his house, when the fortunes of war had left 
him wounded under his roof/' 

"Thank you, Colonel," said Pitcher, choking a 
little with emotion. 

"Let me remove the rope — ^Lieutenant Pearson 
tpld me you had given your parole/' said Monk, 
as he unbound the prisoner's legs, which had 
become benumbed from pressure and disuse. " Har- 
riet, send Abe for Doctor Owens to come immed- 
iately, and bring his instruments for a gunshot 
wound. You may occupy this rpom, Lieutenant, 
and we will give you some breakfast soon/' 

Mrs. Monk sent the prisoner a tray full of sub- 
stantial food, although she remarked, "That 
Yankee ought to starve, after the trouble he has 
made this house/' 

Doctor Owens was a bluff, red-faced man of fifty 
years, who attended the people for ten miles around 
the Elk Post Office, and, also, superintended the 
cultivation of his 200-acre plantation. A lameness, 
caused by being thrown from his horse, had pre- 
vented his joining the Confederate army. He dis- 
mounted, tied his horse at the barn, and greeted 
Monk, who was inspecting the damage done by the 
fire. After he had shaken hands and inquired after 
the health of the family, with the punctilious South- 
em suavity, he exclaimed, " Bad business last night. 
Colonel! Poor Eaves! He was a good neighbor, 
and we will miss him sadly." 



Digitized by 



Google 



I30 SOUTHERN BUDS 

"Yes, he rode right into the fight and didnH 
hunt cover." 

" Are those the dead Yanks down by the chicken- 
house?" 

" Yes ; Mudge hasn't had time to bury 'em, yet, 
and the lieutenant wants to see 'em first to get 
particulars." 

The gentlemen went and looked at the bloody 
bodies, which were extremely repulsive. The field- 
hands had stolen all their clothing and turned them 
over in the dirt. 

" My God ! Monk, this is indecent — ^worse than 
a dissecting room in college ! " exclaimed the doctor, 
shrinking at the horrible sight 

"I didn't know this, and Mudge doesn't care. 
G— -d d — ^n the niggers! I'll have the whole lot 
whipped for this." 

" I suppose we will lose our slaves, if the fight 
goes agiainst us, and I will not care very much." 

" It would be a good riddance of some of our 
troubles, and we should not have matters worse 
than they are now." 

The doctor examined the bodies and put his 
fingers in the wounds of the slain. "He wasn't 
shot?" said he, pointing to the red-haired soldier 
with the gaping wound in his head. 

" No; that's Abe's work with an axe." 

"What bloodthirsty cusses these yellow niggers 
are. Colonel!" 
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"Yes, I suppose they inherit only the bad 
qualities of their white fathers." 

The colonel called a negro boy and told him to 
tell Mudge to cover the bodies with gunny-sacks, 
and went upstairs with the doctor. The latter and 
Pitcher shook hands on introduction and smiled. 

" I am sorry you got pinked, Lieutenant, but it 
is just retribution for interfering with our peculiar 
institution, sir," said the doctor. 

"We are not troubling ourselves about your 
peculiar institution, but object to your peculiar in- 
terpretation of State Rights, Doctor." 

"Our Confederacy is as loose as your Union — 
based on agreements to unite for common defense 
— and my state is my country. I reckon you 
wouldn't fight against your native state, would you, 
sir?" 

" Sentiment and politics might at first lead me 
astray, as they have you, but I would on reflection 
not fight against the old flag and the Union. If 
you had not seized Government property, and at- 
tempted to found a hostile nation, we should not 
have tried to coerce you. We should have had an 
academic question to consider concerning the Con- 
stitution; the states might have peaceably gained 
enlarged powers, and the Union would have been 
preserved. But you preferred arms to argument, 
and, hereafter, flie United States will be a Sov- 
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ereign Nation. No petty states can, like a pack of 
hounds, bark at her heels, sir." 

"Not bad logic, Monk," said the doctor; "but 
it is too late. We are fighting in this * Second 
American Revolution' for freedom, as our fore- 
fathers did against England." 

"Yes, freedom for yourselves and slavery for 
your blacks. It will not do, Doctor; Lincoln says, 
*This country cannot exist half slave and half 
free.' " 

The doctor looked at Monk significantly, and 
continued to cleanse Pitcher's severe wound, and 
to remove shreds of cloth and splinters of bone. 

Pitcher's excitement had acted like an anesthetic 
and made him oblivious to pain, so that he had not 
minded the doctor's busy fingers and instruments; 
but, now, in the lull of conversation, he fainted. 
Monk and the doctor laid him upon the bed, re- 
moved his clothes, and finished the bandaging. 
The bandages were made from Mrs. Monk's petti- 
coat, there being no other cotton cloth in the house. 

When Pitcher was restored to consciousness by 
the use of water and spirits of ammonia, he re- 
marked, " That was pleasant. I floated on musical 
waves into a dark valley and did not feel any pain 
for a long time. I shall not dread death after this 
delightful experience." 

" Death is only an incident of life, and is as na- 
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tural as the falling of a ripe apple," observed the 
doctor smiling. 

" What do you think of my wound, Doctor?" 

"The bullet fractured tfie radius, cut the in- 
terosseal artery, and passed out near the olecronon. 
I think I can save your arm, if you will obey my 
instructions." 

"Thanks, Doctor. I surmised the bullet had 
done some Latin and Greek mischief — it felt like 
red-hot wire. O, this is luxurious in comparison 
to a field-hospital," and the patient stretched his 
limbs and ]rawned. 

"Yes, indeed! the agonized faces, the writhing 
bodies, the cries and groans, the fetid smell, the 
soaked ground, the piles of amputated limbs, the 
stiffening corpses, the array of instruments on the 
operating table, and the surgeons with bloody arms 
and aprons, bustling and butchering; all these fill 
a man with disgust and horror." 

" You have been there. Doctor ! " 

" I have, indeed ! When I think of the peaceful 
parades, flag presentations, picnic bivouacs, martial 
music and partisan harangues, to induce men to en- 
list to be slaughtered like innocent sheep, it makes 
me believe civilization is a veneer over barbarism, 
and Christianity, a cloak for hypocrites." 

"Don't let Missus Monk hear that, Doctor," 
said the colonel ; " she would flay you." 

" Many men enlist for the fun of camp-life, the 
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chances for adventure, and the pay of eighteen 
dollars a month and found," added Pitcher; 
" others, because it is the fashion, their friends are 
going, the girls dote on a uniform, and they want 
to defend the flag and the Union. 

" When I was recruiting, an Irishman asked me, 
*What is the pay?' 

" ' Eighteen dollars a month and found,' said I. 

" * Yes, found with your head off in the morn- 
ing,' said Pat." \ 

Monk and the doctor roared and the latter said, 
*' You will get well. Lieutenant. You have genuine 
Yankee grit," and the three men laughed together; 
then the doctor gave an opiate, the blinds were 
closed, and the patient was ordered to go to sleep. 

The colonel went downstairs and the doctor 
crossed the hall to see Mrs. Monk and Harriet. 
The latter was crying. 

" What is the matter, Harriet ? " asked the doc- 
tor, patting her shoulder gently. 

" I shot Mister Pitcher ! I am so sorry ! " 

"You shot him? Impossible! You could not 
shoot a mouse." 

" I did. Doctor. I was guarding the hall and the 
wistaria trellis, and he climbed up and entered by 
the window." 

"It is true — ^she shot him. Doctor — I am sorry 
she didn't kill the viper," exclaimed Mrs. Monk 
spitefully. 
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" There, there, child ! I am proud of you," said 
the surgeon. " You did nobly. Would that every 
Southern wonian\ might leave her mark on one 
marauding Yankee. Neighbor Eaves is dead, and 
your father wounded, but five from seven leaves 
two." 

*'I don't understand. Doctor," said Harriet, 
brushing the tears from her face. 

" Well, seven troopers rode gayly into the yard. 
Four lie dead, and their leader is your prisoner." 

" How dreadful ! " Harriet groaned. 

"Let them stay at home, then," growled the 
doctor. 

« ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

"You must awake and eat — ^here is the wench 
with your supper," said the colonel several hours 
later, as he shook the narcotized sleeper. 

Pitcher roused from his stupor and declared he 
was not hungry, but, nevertheless, he ate a bowl of 
hominy and milk, and a fried chicken. Then he got 
out of bed and put on his clothes with Monk's 
assistance, and heedless of his warnings. 

"What do you intend to do now. Lieutenant?" 
asked the colonel anxiously. 

" I wish to see my fallen comrades," replied he 
plaintively. 

" I fear you are too weak to venture down- 
stairs." 
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" I will try — ^I must see them before — ^before you 
bury them," and the young man looked at Monk, as 
tears fell silently. 

"All right, my lad, I will help you;" and the 
colonel supported the patient as tenderly as if he 
had been his own son, down and out to the place 
where the corpses had been gathered. 

The bodies had been laid in the shadow of the 
grove near the family burial plot, and four graves 
had been dug near by under the overseer's supervi- 
sion. 

When Pitcher saw his men, stripped of their uni- 
forms, lying with their bloated faces uncovered and 
their bodies almost naked upon the cold ground, he 
uttered a cry of anguish and rage, and turned 
fiercely to Monk for an explanation. 

" Great God ! What sacrilege ! Where are these 
soldiers' uniforms? Who is responsible for this 
dastardly deed?" he cried in a frenzy. 

Monk shrugged his shoulders and looked at the 
overseer. 

" Niggers' work^ — ^not mine," replied the over- 
seer sullenly. »h«wj^ik 

" Go and get them, sir! Do you hear? " uttered 
the lieutenant in tones of command, approaching 
the overseer threateningly. 

"I can't git 'em. The niggers has 'em hid all 
over the county," the overseer replied in tones of 
contempt and defiance. 



Digitized by 



Google 



AND SONS OF WAR. 137 

" Colonel Monk, will you permit this desecra- 
tion of the dead? Will you not order the overseer 
to search the negroes and their cabins, and find and 
restore my men's uniforms ? " 

" I am sorry this has occurred, Lieutenant," re- 
plied Monk; "I feel it is a disgrace, a reflection 
upon my hospitality; but it is impossible to comply 
with your demands. The niggers are half naked, 
and the clothes were a great temptation to them. 
The place has been overrun all day by niggers 
from neighboring plantations. Who can tell where 
to search? We may later find some things, but 
these bodies must be buried to-night, or the buz- 
zards will make sorry work of them." 

"My God! What a fate for my poor boys!" 
exclaimed Pitcher, as tears streamed over his cheeks 
and he looked around in despair. 

The overseer had shrunk beneath a tree, and the 
gravediggers had followed him. The colonel 
gazed moodily at the lieutenant and at the ghastly 
bodies. The lieutenant looked intently at the up- 
turned faces of his comrades, closed the eyelids 
tenderly over the glassy eyes, and drew the rough 
bagging closer, sighing and murmuring, "They 
died for their country, God bless them f " 

The negroes and overseer lowered the bodies into 
their graves and covered them, as Pitcher read the 
burial service, interrupted often by sobs and breaks. 
The colonel stood at reverential attention with his 
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hat in hand, and cleared his throat frequently. 
The setting sun cast long shadows of the trees upon 
many frightened negroes, who had assembled 
nearby to witness the strange sepulture. 

Pitcher made a sketch of the location of the 
graves, and recorded the names of his comrades in 
order that they might be identified. 

" I buried my brother last summer, Lieutenant — 
killed in the battle at Jackson," said the colonel, and 
he held out his hand. 

Pitcher grasped it and the two friendly enemies 
were one in .sympathy. After an eloquent silence, 
the young man said, " They are at rest, but we have 
buried with them the ambition, the hope, the love 
of many hearts. How can I ever meet the stricken 
relatives of my schoolmates!" 

" The fruits of war are all bitter. I pray God we 
may soon have peace," replied Monk. 

The sun left a pink and purple gleam beyond the 
dark forest; a white mist crept over the lowlands; 
cabin lights and stars began to glimmer; a breeze 
rustled the oak leaves and waved the pine plumes; 
and the night fell quickly, as the gentlemen returned 
to the mansion. 

Passing a crisis of horror leaves the mind dis- 
posed to apathy or to hysterical emotion, and there 
was little conversation between the gentlemen, ^s 
they smoked on the piazza, and the ladies sat just 
within the casement of the parlor window. Slaves 
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were chanting a weird song at the group of cabins 
beyond the house garden; bats flitted among the 
columns of the piazza, and the top branches of a 
row of Lombardy poplars, swayed by the night 
breeze, resembled a line of old women courtesying 
and dancing wildly. The moon cast a silvery sheen 
over the lawn and fields that looked like newly- 
fallen snow, and night-hawks looped loops in the 
sky in pursuit of insects. The peaceful beauty of 
the evening calmed the young officer's perturbed 
spirit, and the colonel respected his silence and 
reverie. He was thinking of similar evenings dur- 
ing his youth, when he had ridden over the country 
with pleasant anticipations of meeting his sweet- 
heart. His mind wandered to the North, and he 
shuddered, as he thought of the grief and despair 
of those to whom the dead soldiers were sons and 
lovers. 

" Are you acquainted with the families of your 
dead comrades?'' he asked his companion gently. 

**Yes, excepting one, and that makes their loss 
more terrible. They were my neighbors, and these 
were my schoolmates. Sylvester was a harum- 
scarum fellow, who preferred to be a soldier in- 
stead of a druggist, although his father was a Cop- 
perhead and opposed his enlisting. The latter 
would have preferred that he should have joined 
the Confederates." 
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"What is a Copperhead? We have snakes o£ 
that name/' 

" Yes; we applied it to Northerners, who oppose 
the war to preserve the Union, and try by every 
traitorous means to aid the Confederacy." 

" Like some of our mountaineers, who fled to the 
wilderness to avoid conscription, and masquerade 
as Unionists in order to draw Uncle Sam's rations." 

" If we had done more hanging in the North, the 
war would now be ended." 

"Yes, or transported the villains south of the 
Mason and Dixon line. A snake in the grass is 
dangerous." 

" Collins was only seventeen years old. He lied 
about his age in order to enlist and march to his 
death — ^poor boy ! His father wrote lately that the 
congressman of his district was to appoint him a 
cadet to West Point." 

" Very sad I " said the colonel, sniffing loudly and 
exclamations came from the open window. 

" The youth of both sections are eager to fight. 
They are excited by patriotic speeches, waving flags 
and martial music, and rush into the service to die 
of disease, or to be killed in battle. War is cruel, 
terrible! It is but the apotheosis of murderers." 

" Yet, you chose it instead of diplomacy." 

*' Young man! we did not. Our leaders rushed 
the people into Secession as to a picnic. We made 
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preparations to show armed resistance,, but wc did 
not think war would actually occur." 

" You misjudged the North. I know it is natural 
for an animal to defend his lair. You have many 
ajpologists." 

" Then you must understand, we could not brook 
coercion. We sprang to arms to defend our homes, 
our states, our Confederacy." 

*' I will not presume to condemn you* I go 
where my general orders me, and I leave Constitu- 
tional questions to my seniors." 

" Who was the slender, flaxen-haired youth, who 
fell by the roadside?" 

** A German student, named Hemple, who was 
seeking a knowledge of actual war. I do not know 
his antecedents nor his family. I deplore most the 
loss of Gardner, the strong fellow with red hair. 
His death will kill his parents and his fiancee. 
Here is her picture." 

The colonel tried to see it by moonlight and the 
gk)w of his cigar, but yielded to Harriet's request 
and went in to the parlor lamp. The family studied 
the sweet face of the Northern girl silently; Mrs. 
Monk, with supercilious curiosity, the colonel and 
his daughter, with admiration and sympathy. 

" She is a beauty, and evidently occupies a higher 
social position than did her deceased lover," re- 
marked the colonel, as he returned to his piazza 
chair. 
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" You are wrong. Gardner was a college man, 
studying law, and his future was exceedingly 
promising. Oh! how can I ever meet his doting 
parents and his beloved ! '* 

A roar of cannon floated upon the western wind, 
and the colonel remarked, *' They are having a battle 
at Atlanta by moonlight. I hope Pearson arrived 
safely within the fortifications." 

Pitcher hoped he had been captured en route, but 
he did not say so. 

The western sky changed from gray to pink. A 
sheen of yellow light appeared above the black for- 
est and dimmed the stars. Columns of flame rose 
towards the zenith and subsided gently like the 
aurora borealis, accompanied by a continuous rum- 
bling of heavy cannonading. 

"A fierce battle is on and the city is burning!'' 
exclaimed the colonel excitedly, as the ladies came 
forth to see the heavenly illumination. 

" Probably General Hood is burning stores and 
storehouses and blowing up magazines, preparatory 
to surrendering or to evacuating the city," added 
the lieutenant. 

"You are too cocksure of Sherman's success, 
young man ! General Hood is a fighter. He is not 
going to surrender as long as an army corps holds 
together. He will not remain idle and whine for 
re-enforcements, as Johnston did, when our Govern- 
ment expected him to attack Grant and save Vicks- 



Digitized by 



Google 



AND SONS OE WAR. 143 

burg. If Pope had not fallen at Kenesaw, your 
army would not now be besieging Atlanta. 

"Johnston's brain was large, but his chin small. 
If he had had the lion-jaws of Pope, he would have 
united the scattered detachments in the Gulf states 
and Forrest's Cavalry with his main army, hurled 
7S,ooo men against Grant, rescuing Pemberton and 
his 30,000 men, and saved Vicksburg and the Mis- 
sissippi." 

" Hood attacked both wings of the Union army 
like a tiger. We drove him back into Atlanta ; de- 
stroyed the Macon railroad to stop his supplies, and 
divided his army by chasing Hardee and his Division 
to Jonesboro. The city is in ruins from our bom- 
bardment. Its citizens and defenders are harassed 
day and night. Hood has the alternative of remain- 
ing to be starved into surrender, or of evacuating 
while he may. The appearance of the sky, and the 
sounds which come on the night breeze, indicate 
more than a battle." 

" Let us get inside, I feel chilly," said the colonel 
rising; "this night air is dangerous even to 
natives." 

A hot lightwood fire was burning in the ample 
fireplace, and the parlor glowed with the light. Mrs. 
Monk broke the semicircle by placing her chair to 
one side and turning her back to the enemy. She 
could not forget Pitcher was a Yankee, who had led 
a hostile attack against her home. Neither law nor 
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war justified him to her mind in such barbarity. 
She did not approve of her husband's hospitable 
feeling, and scorned his explanation that they had 
invited punishment by armed resistance. She 
thought Dixie the sweetest song of the age. She 
revered President Davis, and prayed for him as 
ardently as she did for her own salvation. She 
approved of Secession, and believed the G)nfederacy 
was already a great nation. 

" If Atlanta falls — ^which God forbid — ^I suppose 
we shall have your cavalr3rmen prancing around 
here any day?'* remarked the colonel bitterly. 

"I suppose so, sir; the soldiers are hungry, and 
have little respect for the rights of property in 
chickens, pigs and sweet potatoes," replied the lieu- 
tenant 

A gloomy contemplation of what might happen 
soon drove the ladies away, and the colonel and 
lieutenant drank toddies and retired to their rooms. 
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CHAPTER X. 

' In mist and darkness marched a shadowy hott» 
Ambulance, wagon, cannon, and caisson. 
And weary horses plunging, floundering on ; 
Each soldier seemed a black, sepulchral ghost** 

Pitcher's arm ached about three o'clock in the 
morning, as inflamed parts often will, and he rose 
and looked out of the window. The moon hung 
low; the western sky still glowed with fire; a dense 
mist hovered over the lowlands; the forest was 
black and forbidding, and the hoUywood path flick- 
ered with numerous shadows. As his sleepy eyes 
penetrated deeper into the mist and shadows, he 
distinguished men, women, children, cattle, mule- 
teams, carriages, and horsemen moving over the 
country like a caravan. The struggling mass of 
men and animals, and vehicles apparently loaded 
with provisions and household goods, filled the road 
and adjacent fields to the eastward, changing in ele- 
ments and colors like the figures in an agitated 
kaleidoscope. 

"Whence comes this disorderly mob? What 
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does this great hegira portend?" the lieutenant 
asked himself, as he rubbed his eyes to make vision 
clearer. 

The curtain of night was soon lifted by the rosy 
fingers of dawn, and Pitcher saw with his field- 
glasses the rear-guard of an army in the roads and 
adjacent fields, cavalrymen and skirmishers on each 
flank, cannon and wagons along the turnpike ahead, 
and thousands of soldiers marching wearily with 
many a slouch and stumble. This cavalcade was 
followed by the hangers-on, the stragglers, and the 
irregular-sutlers' teams, mingled with fleeing slaves 
and citizens, passing the railroad station near the 
limit of Monk's plantation. Shining muskets rose 
above the heads of the columns of infantry like a 
thicket; cannon, caissons, wagons, and artillerymen 
stretched across the plain to the eastward; gleaming 
saber scabbards marked busy horsemen as belonging 
to the cavalry, and a group of officers on fine horses 
could be only the general and his staff. 

The lieutenant shook with cold, as he saw the 
moving picture between the dimity curtains of his 
chamber-window, and dressed himself in a hurry. 
He was about to go and inform the colonel of his 
discovery, when the great house bell rang loudly, 
and he saw slaves hastening to the kitchen. Then 
half a dozen horsemen galloped into the yard and 
one dismounted and knocked upon the door. It was 
opened and he heard the colonel say, " Good morn- 
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ing, gentlemen. Will you dismount and have some 
breakfast?" 

" Thank you, sir. Your kind invitation makes it 
unnecessary for me to tell you the object of our 
visit. You are Colonel Monk, of the Georgia 
Militia, I believe," said the youthful aide-de-camp. 

" Colonel Monk, of Hollywood, at your service, 
gentlemen. I see you are friends of the Confed- 
eracy." 

"Certainly, sir. General Hood, this is Colonel 
Monk, of whom we have heard. Colonel, our Gen- 
eral," said the officer. 

The colonel had already saluted in military 
fashion, but he now took off his hat and shook hands 
with Hood. 

'* Colonel, this is Colonel Hill, Captain Grant, 
Surgeon Harcourt, and Lieutenant Dill, on my staff. 
Gentlemen, Colonel Monk," said the general rapidly. 
The Confederate officers, having already dis- 
mounted, greeted the colonel heartily, and were 
cheerful and vivacious, notwithstanding their dusty 
uniforms and fatigued appearance. Only the 
general was grave and depressed, and his noble 
horse seemed jaded. 

" Abe, call the boys and take care of these horses. 
Gentlemen, you are very welcome," said the colonel 
leading the way. Hood and his chief of staff made 
their toilets within the house, but the others sought 
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the well and horse-trough, and appeared bright and 
jolly at the breakfast table. 

" I ask you to excuse Mrs. Monk and my daugh- 
ter because of your early call/' said Monk, sitting 
down at the head of the table with General Hood 
on his right. 

"They are very excusable — ^and quite well, we 
hope? The unbidden guest must be satisfied with 
the family customs where he intrudes," replied 
Hood. 

"Quite true,*' added Hill; "we rough cam- 
paigners could not help being satisfied with this 
luxurious table. It is very apparent Kilpatrick's 
raiders have not yet troubled you. Colonel. Your 
cocks crow early and your black pigs still hunt the 
acorns. Do you notice the gamey taste of the ham. 
General?'' 

" I reckon I do, and the nitre of gunpowder too. 
The sweet pickle flavors both fat and lean." 

" Hominy and hog go together. Grant," re- 
marked Dill audaciously. 

" I have no time now to dissect your double en- 
tendre and you," answered the captain significantly. 

" Yams, rice and chicken are less heating to the 
blood, and are the best food for pugnacious indi- 
viduals. Dill," remarked Surgeon Harcourt courte- 
ously. 

"Have some scuppernong wine. General — ^it is 
our own making," said the colonel. 
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** Thanks; it is as pleasant as imported wines." 

"We have kept a little for friends; God knows 
how long we shall be exempt from war's priva- 
tions/' said the colonel, lodcing inquiringly at Hood. 

" God and President Davis know ! " said the gen- 
eral rather bitterly — " we have evacuated Atlanta." 

" I supposed so by the cannonading and the fire- 
works last night and your arrival this morning. 
But where is the army ? " 

" Haven't you seen it marching all night through 
your county, preceded and followed by runaway 
slaves and citizens?" 

" Not I. I slept too long, having had trouble 
here the previous night. Our niggers seemed ex- 
cited, but I did not inquire as to the cause. Are you 
retreating, General?" 

" No— merely changing base. Sherman made a 
feint of retreating west; threw his 60,000 men 
around the southern side of the city; tore up the 
Macon railroad; cut Hardee and his army off from 
rejoining me, and I was obliged to march out to 
save them." 

" I am sorry for the necessity. General. Atlanta 
was an important stronghold and the protection of 
the State." 

" Yes, sir; but it is now a ruined city. Sherman's 
guns have made it a wreck, and we have burned and 
blown up everything of value to the enemy." 

"Everything?" 
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"Yes; provisions, cotton, ammunition, locomo- 
tives, foundries, machine-shops, depots and fortifi- 
cations." 

" You will have much to answer for to the people 
of Georgia. It is a terrible loss to us." 

" Georgia must bear her burden. She has thus 
far escaped." 

" It was a mean Yankee trick. The enemy is 
always maneuvering to gain some advantage with- 
out fighting, curse them I " snarled Lieutenant Dill. 

"The Federals stick to their rifle-pits like 
weasels," growled Grant. 

" They know by experience the deadly aim of our 
infantry," remarked the host. 

" Gentlemen, a toast in the colonel's excellent 
wine," said Hood. " We drink to the good health 
of the ladies, and to the brave Monk who guards 
them." 

The gentlemen rose with much shuffling of feet 
and clattering of sabers and drained their glasses. 

Colonel Monk bowed and replied, " Gentlemen, I 
thank you. Fill your glasses. I toast a fighting 
general, who cannot be hoodwinked by the enemy. 
General Hood." 

This was drunk with much enthusiasm and the 
general bowed to his host and remarked, " We are 
much indebted to you. Colonel, for needed rest and 
a lavish hospitality. You are too good a soldier 
not to know that the glory of victory belongs to the 
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subordinate officers and the privates. These young 
fellows are always awake, while I have to sleep 
sometimes. Their leader receives often more credit 
than he deserves. The army rushes onward; their 
general must not tarry. Lieutenant Dill, see that 
the horses are ready." 

Monk and Dill went out, and delighted slaves led 
the horses to the front of the house, where the of- 
ficers mounted and tarried until their leader was 
ready. Monk stood by Hood's horse and the gen- 
eral said, " How are the niggers behaving, 
Colonel?" 

" They are restless and excited, and expect Father 
Abraham will appear any day from somewhere to 
give them freedom." 

" It is queer how news travels among them. I 
heard singing and shouting one night last August 
in a roadside cabin, and had a staff officer push in 
the door. The turmoil ceased, a crowd of slaves 
came outside, and an old man approached us. 

"* What is the matter with you niggers?' de- 
manded my officer peremptorily. 

" ' Is yo' uns Yankees ? ' asked the old fellow in 
trembling tones. He could not see our uniforms in 
the darkness. 

"The officer answered 'Yes,* in order to learn 
the truth. 

** ' We is celebratin' 'cause Mobile is tuk by de 
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Union ships an' Marse Farragut. Marse Linkum 
will cum berry soon now/ 

" 'How do you know that, you black rascal ? ' 
asked the officer. 

" * We heerd it frum Morris, Marse Sibley's man. 
He cum frum de mill an' tole my ole woman/ 

" The news was true, as we learned from the next 
telegraph station." 

"Yes; the underground railroad in Philadelphia 
spirited our fugitive slaves away to Canada. Now 
we have a kind of hoodoo telegraph among the 
slaves to give us news of the world before we can 
get it over the wires." 

" Have you lost any niggers?" 

"Three runaways and one shot for treason." 

The general laughed and remarked, " If we can 
keep our country, the niggers may not be worth 
their rations. They have too many silly notions in 
their woolly heads." 

" Yes, sir; they are not to be trusted — except a 
few." 

Hood patted his horse's neck and said, " Glad to 
get a full feed again like your master, Midnight? 
Sweeter corn and a quieter place to breakfast, hey? 
But you behaved well, my beautiful boy. We must 
march on again now. We belong at the head of the 
column. Midnight." The horse whinnied and 
rubbed his nose over his master's hand. 

" You have an eye for a horse, General. He is 
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a splendid animal/' said Monk, stroking the glosSy 
mane. 

" He belongs to the nobility, Cdonel, and is as 
dear to me as a member of my staff — ^and my staff 
is the best in Dixie. He has sense, courage and 
endurance, and has carried me through many 
dangers. I sometimes think the soul of man, when 
tired of human partnership, may go into a lower 
animal. Midnight may be some general — ^he often 
recognizes peril before I do. Soldiers have notions 
of transmigration. I heard an old veteran say, 
* Sargent Simpson isn't dead. He has gone into 
that white horse of the artillery down yonder. I 
go often and talk to him, and he understands what I 
say, whinnies and looks knowing enough.' " 

Colonel Monk laughed heartily and said, ''That 
reminds me of a story I heard, when I was in the 
regulars with Taylor, in Mexico. A private in the 
cavalry declared, ' A Mexican never dies. He just 
dries up. His comrades put him into a skin bag and 
hang him on a tree, where he swings around and 
rattles in the breeze. You can go and knock on the 
bag and talk to him as usual, and he will answer you 
all right.' " 

The officers laughed loudly over the story, shopk 
the colonel's hand heartily, raised their hats to Mrs. 
Monk and Harriet, who were watching them from 
VI upper window, and galloped down the Holly- 
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wood Road after the army, which was fast disap- 
pearing in the direction of McDonough. 

Lieutenant .Pitcher had learned from Harriet 
what was going on below stairs, and he was glad 
to see the officers ride away and leave him un- 
molested. 

Colonel Monk had his own reasons for not telling 
his brothers-in-arms of the detention of a Union 
officer beneath his roof, and Pitcher appreciated the 
neglect without asking any questions. The colonel 
was a gentleman as well as a soldier, and he tried to 
follow the golden rule as well as he could in that 
semi-barbarous country. He knew his prisoner 
could not survive the rigors of a prison-pen, and he 
recognized in him a culture and character very com- 
mendable. Mrs. Monk and Harriet had been quar- 
reling one day about the detestable Yankee, as the 
former persisted in calling him, and the colonel 
reminded his wife of the commandment, "Thou 
shalt love thy neighbor as thyself." 

She retorted, " The prisoner is not my neighbor." 

Then he suggested mildly that such a devout 
church member as she was should have more char- 
ity, and she responded bitterly, " Charity begins at 
home. Why didn't he stay there?'* 

" That is just where I want it to begin, in our 
home, where the lieutenant is nearer than a neigh- 
bor — our guest. He has a heart that appreciates 
kindness and sympathy." 
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Mrs. Monk spilled her own okra beverage upon 
the tablecloth and replied firmly, " I will not love 
my country's enemies, if I am obliged to leave the 
church for it, so there! *' 

The colonel turned the conversation to something 
about a yearling heifer, named Velvet, which he had 
promised to keep for a Yankee friend, who intended 
to buy a cotton plantation after the war, and the 
clouds disappeared from the domestic sky* Madam 
treated the prisoner-guest better after this time, 
which made her husband chuckle. 

The news of the surrender of Atlanta traveled by 
colored telegraph and other ways through the South 
like the wind, depressing the loyal whites and ex- 
citing the negroes. The field-hands sang, laughed, 
and loitered over their work, exchanging low-toned 
confidences and planning escape. The big bell 
brought fewer negroes each day. Abe, the overseer, 
and the colonel were obliged to help in milking and 
feeding the stock; systematic daily labor ceased for 
want of laborers; teams, loaded with house goods 
and slaves, were caught miles away from home, and 
the runaway negroes were whipped back to slavery, 
or shot and left in the fields. Many valuable hands 
escaped to the coast or the mountains, or starved on 
the roads. The aged, the infirm, the sick, the 
children, and the house-servants, remained an in- 
cubus at home, the latter thus showing their af- 
fection for and fidelity to old master and mistress. 
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The colonel saw himself becoming impoverished 
daily from these causes. 

Harriet's mammy said, "Let dem good-fur- 
nuffin' niggers go. Dey'U fin' dem' Yankees ain't 
gweinter give 'em milk an' honey 'nless dey works 
fur it, an' 'tain't gweinter be easy like it am heah. 
De/U hab ter tfabbel roun' in de snow an' freeze 
der years an' toes, an* '11 be right smart glad ter 
cum back ter Hollywood an' der kin' marster an' 
mistress. I don't leab Missy Harriet, ma baby, fur 
Marse Sherman or Marse Linkum or any oder para- 
site; no indeed! Marse Monk." 

The wholesale desertion of the negroes; the en- 
listment of every white boy and man who could 
carry a musket ; the contempt of the skulking white- 
trash and the antique aristocrats for manual labor, 
left the country districts in a sorry plight for con- 
tinuing the cultivation of the plantations from 
which the state and the armies had derived ample 
supplies. It was fortunate for the colonel's family 
that the cotton had been picked, the com cribbed, 
the sugar-cane ground, the sweet potatoes banked, 
the grain threshed, the hay stacked, and the pork 
smoked and hung up. The family would not suffer 
unless it was robbed, and the colonel was thoughtful 
enough to perceive that Pitcher would be an able 
defender against foragers and thieves. 

Mudge, the overseer, having little to do, went to 
join Governor Brown's militia and meet his death 
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at Macon. The coloners wound and Dr. Owen's 
certificate excused him from active service, and he 
remained to guard his home and his prisoner. The 
lieutenant, having performed his sad duty to his 
dead comrades by preparing packages of their ef- 
fects, and writing descriptive and consoling letters 
for future forwarding, succeeded, by Harriet's help, 
in mollifying Mrs. Monk's asperity of manner and 
took a place at the family table. Harriet assisted 
the doctor in caring for his patient, the colonel as- 
sumed the overseer's duties, and faithful Abe took 
upon himself many services of the absent slaves, 
which added to his pompous dignity. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

** And still the warclouds scowl on sea and land, 
With the red gleams of battle staining through." 

A SQUAD of Wheeler's Cavalry rode into the yard 
about noon, November 21st., and brought startling 
news to the colonel's household. Lieutenant Pear^ 
son was in command, and Monk received him joy- 
fully. 

" Gads ! Fm glad to see you, Pearson. I feared 
you had been killed. Dismount your men and we 
will try and get them some dinner,*' said he. 

"Thank you. Dinner? We haven't had break- 
fast yet," replied Pearson, swinging out of his sad- 
dle and ordering his men to dismount and water 
their horses at the well. 

" So ho ! You can have two meals in one. You 
cannot fight, if you do not eat. What news from 
Atlanta?" 

" Bad enough ! Kilpatrick's Cavalry are on our 
heels, and Sherman's whole army is marching south 
and east behind it." '' 
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"The whole army?" 

" Yes; every gun and saber. His soldiers burned 
what was left of the city, blew up the forts, and 
marched out with flags flying and bands playing. 
The long line of supply wagons, the trains of cannon 
and caissons, the columns of closely-formed in- 
fantry, the ever-active cavalry, and the well-dressed, 
finely-mounted officers, made a beautiful spectacle — 
if they were enemies." 

" No doubt, sir ; but I wish they were marching 
in another direction. It threatens us on all sides." 

"Yes. — How is your family, Colonel?" 

"Quite well — and you and yours?" 

"Tolerable, thanks. Have you exchanged your 
prisoner yet ? " 

" No; he is still here on parole." 

Pickets were posted around the plantation; the 
horses were fed at the barn; the men lounged and 
ate on the piazza, and Pearson took his repast in the 
house, where the host and hostess talked to him, as 
they had already dined. 

" Really, you are kind to us, Mrs. Monk, and we 
are very grateful." 

"Our country's defenders are always welcome," 
replied the hostess graciously. 

" I suppose we save the food from the Yankees, 
who will arrive here before night." 

" Eat heartily then, Lieutenant, and we will hide 
the remainder," 
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" It is dreadful news that Atlanta has been aban- 
doned. The poor people! What will they do? '■ 

" Poor people always get on some way; it is the 
rich who will suffer most/' remarked the colonel. 

Monk and Pearson went into the parlor and sur- 
prised Harriet and Pitcher. The lieutenant was 
holding a skein of yarn for his fair companion to 
wind. Both blushed a little from the heat of the 
lightwood fire, or, perhaps, the reflection of Har- 
riet's red waist. 

"Howdy, Miss Harriet? Glad to find you re- 
covered, sir;'' said Pearson bowing. 

"Thank you; I could not get away very well," 
replied Pitcher, saluting with his right hand carry- 
ing a loop of the yam. 

"It seems not. You are not the first Yankee, 
who has been tangled up in Dixie," replied Pearson 
dryly. 

Pitcher looked amused at the insinuation and 
said, " I am glad you are still among the living. 
You are a good target for a sharpshooter." 

" I reckon. We had a hot fight last week and 
had to dig dirt." 

" Likely enough. How was it? " 

" We left our horses in a woods, crawled in the 
underbrush among fallen trees, and struck some 
skirmishers. The leaves danced, the dirt flew, and 
bites were taken out of the trees. Every man who 
showed his hat got a bullet through it, and we 
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could hardly get a shot. I saw a skirmisher fill his 
gun and fire a hailstorm. During a lull in the leaden 
rain, we flanked them and they ran across a field to 
a reserve outpost. How many men do you suppose 
we faced?" 

" A score, perhaps." 

" No, sir ! Only six. What kind of guns do your 
fellows carry, that can be loaded Sunday and fired 
all the week?" 

" Spencer repeaters." 

"Repeaters? The devil! Beg pardon. Miss 
Monk. The next time I meet one of those batteries, 
I am going to capture the gun or be killed." 

" You will probably be killed. Don't try it." 

" Then the enemy gave us grape and canister and 
we vamosed." 

"Of course; we prefer our grape from a vine." 

Monk and Pearson walked outside of the house 
among the troopers to see that they had fared well, 
and talked of Pitcher's status. 

" He would be a nuisance to us, and you may 
keep him to propitiate future raiders from the Union 
army," said Pearson. 

"Very well; he will not try to escape," replied 
Monk, smiling and nodding towards the parlor. 

As Pearson took leave in the house, he said to 
Pitcher aside, *'I hope you will do what you can 
to protect this plantation from your friends, sir." 

" I certainly will. I am deeply indebted to these 
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people for their generous treatment, and I appreciate 
your magnanimity in leaving me here. May good 
luck attend you, sir/* 

The two young men grasped hands cordially and 
Monk went out with Pearson. The bugle had just 
sounded, " Boots and Saddle," and the troop was 
forming upon the lawn. Monk insisted every man 
should fill his canteen with wine, and the men drank 
his health before starting. As the brave defenders 
of home and country rode past the house, they re- 
turned the handkerchief salutes of the ladies with 
their sabers, which glittered in the bright sunlight 
like blades of waving corn. Erect, proud and war- 
like, these precious sons of the South raced down 
the Hollywood Road to meet and battle with Sher- 
man's advancing host. 

Monk found his wife in tears. Such exciting 
times were trying for nervous women. She had 
noticed the ragged uniforms, battered hats, and 
toeless boots of the cavalrymen. Pitcher was 
moved by sympathy too, when he compared their 
clothes with those of the boys in blue. 

The colonel could not bear domestic grief, and 
rushed away to prepare for the enemy's visit. Abe 
drove the cattle and horses into the woods near the 
Rosemary Crossing, where there was a cypress 
swamp, a deserted cabin and a spring, and remained 
camping out in safety until the enemy had passed. 
The black pigs raced into the oak grove after acorns. 
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The surplus meat was hidden beneath the haystacks. 
The silverware was put under the attic floor. Then 
each negro family was given a week's rations of 
pork, meal, yams and sorghum, and the colonel 
made a little speech : " Go to your cabins and stay 
until the bell rings. Look out for the Yankees. 
Tell them all the lies you please, and nothing about 
us or the plantation. They will steal all you have, 
and let you starve, if you follow them. But you 
are free to go, or to stay and help run the planta- 
tion." 

The sky was bright all night in the direction of 
Atlanta, but sleep brooded over the Southern home. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

** Fantastic, frolicsome, and wild, 
With all the trinkets of a child." 

Pitcher called the coloners attention after break- 
fast to horsemen riding over Owen's plantation. 
He buckled on his sword, loaded his revolver, and 
went with the colonel out upon the piazza, as the 
foragers halted in front of the house. Then the two 
gentlemen roared with laughter at the grotesque 
appearance of the squad, and the soldiers grinned 
with astonishment at such a reception. The force 
was composed of twenty privates, a corporal, and a 
youthful lieutenant, and belonged to a Massachusetts 
Regiment, U. S. Volunteers. The soldiers wore, in 
addition to their blue uniforms, various articles of 
apparel taken from the houses, such as tall hats, 
ribbon-trimmed bonnets, swallow-tail coats, linen 
dusters, aprons, petticoats, silk dresses, hoopskirts, 
cloaks, shawls, tablecloths, piano-covers and bed- 
quilts. Some carried parasols, some umbrellas. 
One man wore a feather-duster inverted above his 
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head for a plume. One had a ham on his bayonet. 

Tied chickens, strings of dried peaches, and yards 
of bright ribbon, decorated horses and riders. The 
men rode sideways, backwards and in other gro- 
tesque positions* 

Several carriages were in the procession, drawn 
by mules or horses, and filled with meat, corn, pota- 
toes, bottles of wine, jugs of sorghum, clocks, books, 
discarded muskets, cast-off coats, caps and knap- 
sacks, squawking fowl and squealing pigs. A drove 
of dusty cattle brought up the rear and added to 
the noise by bellowing, when pricked by the bay- 
onets of their drivers. The foragers were dirty; 
their clothes were covered with dust and mud, and 
their appearance and manners were those of an 
undisciplined mob determined on having a good 
time. They talked, laughed, gesticulated violently, 
and rode like a lot of sailors on shore-leave. The 
cavalcade was more grotesque and comical than a 
troop of fantastics, parading on Fourth of July. 

The company had started at daylight from a 
marching column of Sherman's army, visited the 
plantations on the way, seized all the mules and 
horses and cattle, and gathered their strangely- 
mixed impedimenta. 

Pitcher tried to be dignified, but the colonel's 
hilarity and the titter of the ladies forced him to 
join in the laughter. 

The lieutenant in command, looking red and un- 
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comfortable, dismounted, approached the piazza, 
saluted, inspected Pitcher from head to foot and 
said, " Are you a Union officer, or a rebel in dis- 
guise?" 

"I am Lieutenant Pitcher, Ninth Pennsylvania 
Cavalry, attached to Kilpatrick's Brigade," replied 
he, returning the salute. " May I ask whom I have 
the honor of addressing, sir?" 

''Lieutenant Burkmar, of the Second Massa- 
5fehusetts Infantry, General Slocum's Division of 
General Sherman's army, sir." 

" And these vagabonds are under your orders — 
foraging, I suppose?" 

"Exactly; but controlled with difficulty, as you 
may understand by their spoils." 

" Why don't you shoot some of them ? " 

" Shoot my comrades ! Not if they tear the in- 
wards out of the Confederacy." 

" The men should x)bey your orders." 

" They do, generally. How long have you been 
away from the army?" 

" Since the first of September." 

" Are you a prisoner? " 

" Yes, on parole. I lost four men and was shot 
through my left arm, in trying to capture two Con- 
federates in this house. Did my two men get back 
safe?" 

'' I guess not. I remember a lieutenant and six 
men were reported missing about that time." 
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"Then I must have been reported killed. My 
poor mother!" 

"I calculate you were, in the corps; but little 
news has passed north or south for some time. I 
guess your folks haven't heard anything. Mine 
haven't of me." 

"How is that?" 

" Why, Hood smashed the railroad to Nashville, 
stopped our supplies and mails, and camped at 
Franklin, Tennessee. General Thomas and his 
circus-troops have gone to Nashville to head him 
off. The Rock of Chicamauga will fight him when 
he gets good and ready. We have burned and 
abandoned Atlanta, and are now marching through 
Georgia. We have rations for twenty days for our 
60,000 men, and must forage actively through the 
state to keep from starving. It is a terrible risk, 
but Uncle Billy is very confident we can live off the 
country." 

"You amaze me. Which way are you going, 
north or south?" 

The colonel turned his head to catch the reply, 
but learned nothing. 

" Nobody knows, except the generals." 

"Colonel Monk, let me introduce Lieutenant 
Burkmar, Second Massachusetts; Lieutenant, Col- 
onel Monk, my host." 

The gentlemen shook hands and the colonel 
turned away contemptuously. He despised infantry 
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— and Massachusetts. The ladies sniffed and swept 
haughtily into the house. 

" I am both glad and sorry to meet you, Colonel, 
Lieutenant Pitcher will explain to you how neces- 
sary and unpleasant it is to enforce my orders." 

"Yes, sir; I understand. Come into the house 
and let us talk it over,'* replied the colonel, leading 
the way to the dining-room. 

Burkmar ordered his men to parade rest and 
not to straggle, and followed. The infantrymen 
sprawled upon the ground and made themselves as 
comfortable as possible, considering their miscel- 
laneous incumbrances, while the fowl squawked and 
the pigs squealed at their disarrangement. 

The gentlemen disposed of a bottle of wine in 
discussing general news, and, finally, the young 
lieutenant said, " How many head of cattle have 
you, Colonel?" 

" I reckon about twenty. The overseer is gone 
and I don't just remember." 

" How many hogs?" 

"A score or more." 

"How many fowl?" 

" O, they are too numerous to mention.** 

"Can I seethe stock?" 

" Not easily, sir. The cattle are running in the 
woods, the pigs are hunting acorns, and the chickens 
are scattered all over the plantation." 

Burkmar frowned and looked inquiringly at 
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Pitcher, who remarked, " We heard the news yes- 
terday from Confederates in retreat, and prepared 
for your coming." 

"Indeed! Then it would be useless for us to 
tarry longer. But, Colonel, I should not obey my 
orders, if I did not inspect your cellar." 

"Certainly not. Follow me;" and Monk led 
the way down the cellar-stairs. 

Burkmar descended a few steps, peered into the 
darkness and remarked, " All right, sir. I do not 
see anything tempting." 

" See here, Lieutenant, this is my wme-closet." 

The officer had returned to the kitchen and did 
not hear the remark. Monk whistled, took a bottle 
of scuppernong wine and gave it to his visitor with 
his compliments. 

The men went out of the house. A few soldiers 
had wandered from their companions, and two of 
them were trying to pry open the smoke-house door 
with their bayonets. Pitcher drew his pistol and 
fired over their heads. The men raised their 
muskets and looked around for the shooter. 

" Return to the ranks ! I will examine that," 
shouted Burkmar. 

The colonel unlocked the door, the officer glanced 
within the building and said, " There isn't any more 
meat than you will need for your family this winter, 
sir. Lock it up." Monk went to the house, and the 
two officers walked to the front of the foragers. 
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" Boys, we may as well march onward. The 
cattle, pigs and chickens are running over the coun- 
try, and we cannot hope to catch them," said 
Burkmar. 

The men growled and cursed, and Pitcher held up 
his hand for silence and spoke : " Comrades : I'm 
mighty glad to see you, although you do not look 
handsome," — laughter and growls. " Yes, he wel- 
comed us with a pistol-shot just now." 

" I belong to Kilpatrick's Cavalry, and was 
wounded here in a scrap about two months ago, 
trying to pull two rebels out of the house yonder. 
Four of our boys were killed and are buried down 
by that grove." 

Groans and cries, " Burn the d—- d barracks." 

"I am a paroled prisoner. I have been nursed 
and entertained most charitably by these people. 
Their negroes have run away with the mules, and 
there is little left on the plantation. I ask you for 
my sake to leave the place in peace. There is plenty 
of food and fodder in Georgia, and you cannot 
carry much more to-day, anyhow." 

Murmurs of " That's so ! Bully for you ! " were 
heard. 

" I should think you belonged to Thomas's 
Circus, if I did not know -it was in Nashville." 

The men laughed. They remembered the gen- 
eral's covered wagons and his luxurious camp 
equipage. 
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" You have been after ham. Don't forget Sh^m 
and Japheth. Get some rice. That goes well with 
bacon and fried chicken. That little shoat in the 
band-wagon will not grease one company. Catch 
the pigs with a lariat — that makes music. Pick up 
better mules. These are fit only for a boneyard. 
They cannot jump a two-rail fence, and haven't 
strength enough to kick. Mules don't kick as much 
as people say they do, but don't trust them. I 
haven't seen the New York fashion papers lately, 
but I will not need them. You have brought the 
fashions with you. Your costumes are fine. Your 
hats and bonnets are stylish. You belong to the 
Haut ton. The old Bay State should be proud of 
you." 

The men clapped their hands and roared with 
laughter. 

" Now, Fellow Soldiers," continued he, " get all 
the fun you can out of this hard work, gather 
bountiful supplies for the commissariat, and make a 
record for yourselves. Don't take more than neces- 
sary from civilians. Here and there are men on our 
side afraid to express themselves. Be considerate 
of children, women and the poor. Do not destroy 
property wilfully unless you meet with resistance, 
or it is necessary to do so for warlike purposes. 
Above all, pay strict attention to your duties and 
obey orders. The war will soon be over, and, 

" ' Johnnyll go marching home.' ** 
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"He*s all right I Mighty good fellow. Three 
cheers for Kilpatrick's baby!" went through the 
ranks, and the soldiers cheered wildly, danced 
around lively, and swung their skirts and trophies. 

" That's the kind of an officer I like. He's true 
grit ; he has a heart as big as an ox," remarked the 
corporal to his men. 

The colonel came along at this moment with a 
negro and a basket of wine and said, " You fellows 
have had a long march and must be thirsty. Here 
is some of our native wine that you may sample and 
put in your canteens. The water isn't good around 
here. You may as well have it before any other 
Yankee raiders arrive." 

The men were at first amazed and silent, then 
they talked and laughed loudly, and accepted the 
gift with cheers. 

" Any more men like you in Dixie?" asked the 
corporal. 

" Lots of them. You will always find Southern 
gentlemen hospitable," replied Monk, with a twinkle 
in his brown eyes. 

"Attention! Mount! Right Dress! Present 
arms ! " shouted Lieutenant Burkmar, as he rode to 
the right of his men and saluted with his sword. 

The colonel lifted his hat, and Pitcher drew his 
sword and saluted the squad. 

"Left wheel, guide right, march!" ordered 
Burkmar, and, as the company wheeled half round, 
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he continued, " By column of twos, march ! " and 
the grotesque procession rode past the house, salut- 
ing the ladies, who were laughing in the parlor 
window, and burst into song: 

"John Brown's body lies a mouldering in the gnve. 
As we go marching on. 
Glory, £^ory, hallelujah 1 " 

Lieutenant Burkmar shook hands with the col- 
onel and Pitcher, lifted his cap to the ladies, and 
rode after his caravan of bummers. 

** What a lot of harlequins ! Fair representatives 
of Federal soldiers, hey. Lieutenant?" observed 
Monk, laughing and poking his companion in the 
side. 

" Fair representatives of Sherman's foragers. 
Colonel. They range on each flank of the advancing 
army, and will leave so little grub behind them, that 
your buzzards will be obliged to bring their rations 
from Charleston. The army must in a measure live 
off the country," replied Pitcher. 

" Well, I cannot prevent it, and there is no use in 
worrying. I am greatly obliged to you for relief 
from these raiders." 

" You are more indebted to Lieutenant Burkmar, 
although my presence no doubt was fortunate." 

Pitcher sighed, as the troop disappeared down the 
road His eyes showed a longing for freedom. 

"Why didn't you go with your friends?" asked 
Monk, with sarcasm on the last word. 
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" Because I am on parole — ^and I do not belong 
to the infantry." 

" That officer is very young." 

"Yes; more than half of our soldiers are under 
twenty-five, and our officers are between twenty-one 
and forty-five." 

" It is the same in the Confederate army. Youth 
is the period of enthusiasm, energy, courage and 
combativeness. Our youth are ready to fight the 
devil himself. Our old men prefer not to fight 
unless honor imperatively demands it." 

" I wish our son were safe at home," said Mrs. 
Monk. 
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CHAPTER Xra. 

^O'er mountain, moss, and moor; 
Joyful to fight they took their way." 

A THUNDER of hoofs and rattle of sabers awoke 
the family after midnight, and there followed a 
violent knocking on the front door. The colonel 
opened it and found himself face to face with sev- 
eral Union officers of commanding appearance. 

" Good-evening, gentlemen ; will you walk in ? '* 
said he, holding the flickering light above his head. 

" Good-evening, sir ; " replied an elderly officer, 
returning Monk's salute. "We will not enter at 
present, thank you. Are you Colonel Monk, of the 
Georgia Militia?" 

" I am, sir, at your service.'* 

" I regret to say, sir, I am ordered to make you 
a prisoner." 

" Very well, sir. Orders must be obeyed. Will 
you please permit me to dress and inform my 
family?" 

"Certainly, sir; but be kind enough to make 
haste." 

" I guess you had better take me along with him," 
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said Pitcher, pushing past the colonel and confront- 
ing the astonished officers. 

" Well, Great Caesar! Who might you be, sir? " 
cried the leader, scrutinizing the officer from head 
to foot. 

" Lieutenant Pitcher, of Kilpatrick's Cavalry. 
Don't you know me, Major?" 

The officers were startled and the major ejacu- 
lated, " God in Heavens ! Do the dead live ? Or 
are you a ghost? You were killed and buried last 
September." 

" No, sir; wounded and kept a prisoner here on 
parole." 

" Why this is flesh and blood ! Welcome back to 
earth, my boy ! " and the major wrung Pitcher's 
hand and pulled him out upon the piazza, where the 
other officers hugged and mauled him in the excess 
of their joy. 

"What is the matter, Major?" called Colonel 
Wilson from his horse. 

" We have captured a live rebel, and found a dead 
Yankee," replied the major. 

"How?" 

The major left Captain Bennett and a lieutenant 
with Monk, went with Pitcher to where the col- 
onel's horse was pawing up the hard road, and both 
men explained the situation. Pitcher gave a report 
of his fight and losses, and of his wound and treat- 
ment by the people, and told of the visit of Sher- 
man's foragers the previous day. 
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"This is one of those Southern aristocrats of 
whom we hear occasionally/' said Wilson. 

" He was wounded in defense of his home and is 
still lame. He is excused from duty in the militia 
by a surgeon's certificate, and I would ask clemency 
for him because of his kind treatment," said Pitcher 
earnestly. 

"Can he ride?" 

" Not well, and, if you take him along, his wife 
and daughter would be entirely unprotected except 
by these irresponsible negroes." 

Pitcher led the colonel and several other officers 
into the parlor, and, in a conference, he was released 
from parole, and Monk was placed on parole until 
properly exchanged. This did not please the latter, 
who felt it his duty to defend the State, but he 
recognized it would be better to remain to protect 
his family from war^s alarms. 

A pleasant hour passed with wine and story, 
while the men outside of the house removed the 
saddles from their tired horses and gave them feed 
and water at the bam. Then cordial adieux were 
exchanged. Pitcher left grateful thanks and good- 
bye for the ladies, and the troop clattered down the 
road. 

It was cold and blue under the starry sky, and 
Pitcher swung his arms and breathed deeply like a 
wild animal released from a cage. The world 
seemed great and grand to him, and he was free 
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again to roam over its fields and forests in the en- 
joyment of youth and health. He experienced a 
feeling like that of an intelligent slave, when he 
realized that the bonds of slavery had been cut by 
a pen in the hand of Lincoln. Thoughts of his 
mother came and almost choked him. 

" You may ride this mule until you can steal a 
horse, the colonel wishes to talk with you/' said 
the major, rousing him from his emotional reverie. 

" Thank you. Major, I would be willing to walk 
in this good company," replied Pitcher. 

He rode with a group of officers near the leader, 
relating his experiences since leaving the brigade, 
and learned much glorious news of the army. He 
was mercilessly chaffed about his long detention by 
a young lady, and cautioned not to buy a planta- 
tion in Dixie when he received his back pay. 

The left wing of the army under General Slocum 
was advancing towards Augusta and the Savannah 
River. The right wing under General Howard was 
marching towards the Ocmulgee River and threat- 
ening Macon. The two columns between the flanks 
were following the roads, diverging now to the 
right, now to the left, and capturing villages and 
towns. Skirmishers and troops of cavalry were in 
advance and upon each flank, exploring, repelling 
attacks, and defending the columns, the supply 
wagons, and the artillery. Detachments of foragers 
were scattered over the country, collecting pro- 
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visions and forage, fighting when necessary, and 
destroying and burning in order to cripple the 
enemy's resources. Railroads, rolling-stock, tele- 
graphs, bridges, river-boats, machine-shops, mills, 
cotton-gins, public buildings, warehouses, military 
stores and cotton, were destroyed by axes and fire. 
Other property was spared, when no resistance was 
made to searching parties. 

Orders were to protect negroes, women, children 
and white non-combatants, but some innocent 
people suffered abuse at the hands of disobedient, 
restless, or revengeful soldiers. Hood had stopped 
the army's supplies from Nashville, and Sherman 
seized provisions wherever found. The Confederate 
raids into Maryland and Pennsylvania and the 
burning of Chambersburg were remembered, and 
everything was done calculated to injure the enemy. 
The fair country was devastated and much property 
destroyed, but Georgia fared well compared with 
Virginia and South Carolina. 

The troop of cavalry with which Pitcher rode 
was scouting the country upon the left flank of 
Slocum's column, and its stalwart men and fine 
horses were in great contrast to the fantastic riders 
of the previous day. The company galloped away 
to the east and made camp before daylight in the 
edge of a forest, and Pitcher enjoyed again the 
luxury of sleeping in a blanket with his saddle for 
a pillow. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



* Th^ damoun rend the hills around. 
And earth rebellows with the sound.** 



The Georgia Legislature was in session in the 
Capitol at Milledgeville, devising ways and means 
of destroying Sherman's army, and Governor 
Brown was trying to organize more militia to in- 
crease Hardee's force in Macon, when news reached 
the city of the further advance of the enemy into 
Georgia. The assembly was hastily adjourned to 
Augusta, the members scattered, and the Governor 
quickly packed his household goods and fled. 

The august body had organized in Augusta, and 
the Governor was thinking, when they became panic- 
stricken by the arrival of a troop of Wheeler's 
riders, fleeing before the Federals. Fearing to die, 
they adjourned sine die, and dissolved never to meet 
again as a lawful organization. 

The 20th Corps of the Union army marched into 
Milledgeville, November 22d, and the 14th Corps 
caught up with it there, its officers having delayed 
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to take refreshments at a grand mansion, where the 
people were both hospitable and loyal. 

The first stage of tiie march to the sea had been 
successfully accomplished; the streets were patrolled, 
and the jubilant veterans off duty opened the state 
house, the 23d, and organized a new legislature. 

"I move the Legislature of Georgia come to 
order,'* shouted Colonel W — from the rostrum, 
beating the desk with the butt of his revolver. " I 
appoint Babcock, Fitzgerald and Gross ; an English- 
man, an Irishman, and a German, who are legal 
citizens of the United States, a committee on 
credentials, with instructions to accept shoulder- 
straps, and 'forty rounds in the cartridge-box,' as 
legal election certificates." The motion and appoint- 
ments were received with cheers; the committee 
cleared the aisles, and members were sworn in upon 
the hilt of the colonel's sword. 

"Our next duty. Gentlemen, is the election of 
officers," said the chairman. 

" I move the Kurnell kapes the sate ! " yelled Fitz. 
"Yes, yes! no motion! Hurrah for Colonel W — ! 
Er ist ein guter mann ! Hoch der Colonel ! " swept 
over the assembly, and the soldiers cheered wildly. 

" There being no other candidate, I declare my- 
self elected, and thank you," said W — , lifting his 
hat. 

Other officers were elected viva voce and took 
their seats. Then Fitz shouted, "Mister Spakerl 
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I rise to a pint of order. The State of Georgia is 
oot of the Union, and, previous in the premises, it's 
oor dooty to put her in agin." 

Loud cries arose of, " No, it isn't true. You're a 
liar!'' 

'' I was about to allude to our anomalous position, 
and to request the members to take important of- 
ficial action, when the gentleman from the slums in- 
terrupted me," replied the chairman. 

" Mister Speaker, the point is not well taken," 
shouted Babcock; " I defy the Irish alligator I " 

Beating of desks, stamping of feet and loud 
cheering greeted this insult and interrupted the pro- 
ceedings. When the noise had diminished, Bal)- 
cock continued, " Georgia is not out of the Union I 
(Loud cheers and thumping). We know better. 
The United States does not acknowledge it. She 
has kicked over the traces and damped the vehicle 
like an cantankerous army mule, but is still in her- 
ness. Her citizens threw away her ballots and re- 
sorted to bullets, but her new constituency has 
carried everjrthing before it. Secession is beaten by 
us immigrants, and we have * forty rounds in the 
cartridge-box' for another election." 

Prolonged cheers and stamping of feet followed 
this eloquence. 

" By the great United States 1 We are ready 1 " 
shouted a giant from the backwoods of Maine; 
whereupon slapping of cartridge-boxes, thumping 
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witH pistols, grounding of muskets and rattling of 
scabbards, mingled with hurrahs and yells, and 
' made such a pandemonium the speaker sat power- 
less. 

" Let us proceed decently and in order, as becomes 
this noble Legislature, Gentlemen," shouted the 
Speaker, after he had stilled the tumult and restored 
order. ''I appoint Messrs. Baker, Hanson and 
Edwards, a committee, to retire, take a drink, and 
bring in a report what measures are necessary to 
meet this emergency.'* 

The committee withdrew and a great tumult 
arose, accompanied by angry denunciation of the 
Speaker, because every man wished to be on the 
committee. 

General C — , Secretary of the Treasury, now 
entered and advanced to the front, carrying an arm- 
ful of Confederate bank bills, and, after reporting 
the Treasury full of unsigned promises to pay, dis- 
tributed them to the members regardless of quantity 
and value. 

The chair appointed a committee to visit the 
stores, and get a supply of tobacco for the members. 

A commotion at the doors interrupted the finan- 
cial proceedings, and a negro, carrying a basket 
full of bottles, marched up the aisle between two 
armed soldiers. 

''What is the cause of this unseemly proceed- 
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ing?** demanded the speaker with dignity, as he 
glared at the guard. 

" Three dozen quarts of fine wine from Governor 
Brown's cellar/* replied a soldier. 

Members began to leave their desks and gather 
around the basket. 

" Are you not ashamed to seize private property 
in this outrageous manner?" demanded the 
Speaker. 

"Not much. The Governor took away all he 
could, and left this to recompense General Sherman 
for his hospitality to him at Atlanta." 

"Then Uncle Billy should be considered." 

" O, he had first chance, you bet." 

" In that case, fire when you are ready. Gentle- 
men, I declare a recess until the out committees are 
ready to report." 

The committee on tobacco returned and dis- 
tributed cigars and plug tobacco to the assembly; 
officers and privates partook of refreshments, and 
indulged in levity and hilarity long banished from 
the legislative halls of the sovereign State of 
Georgia. 

The emergency committee soon learned of the un- 
parliamentary proceedings within the capitol and 
joined their comrades. When the house had been 
called to order, Baker reported its decision : 

" Mister Speaker : Your committee has consid- 
ered the momentous question submitted to its judg- 
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ment, and begs leave to present the following 
resolutions : 

"* Whereas, the Legislature of the State of 
Georgia, in 1861, did, with malice aforethought and 
reckless of consequences, introduce and pass a so- 
called Ordinance of Secession, withdrawing the 
State from the compact of sovereign states, called 
the United States of America, and, 

"* Whereas, the United States does not permit 
any State to play fast and loose with its sovereignty, 
or to abrogate a contract of many years' duration 
made by the whole people, or to endanger or to 
appropriate National property, which belongs to all 
the states, and, 

" * Whereas, the old Legislature of Georgia has 
skedaddled and a new one, composed of loyal citi- 
zens of the United States, has been elected by bullets 
and bayonets, which has chosen proper officers and 
recognized Uncle Billy Sherman, as Acting Gov- 
ernor pro tern., 

" * It is hereby resolved, that " The Ordinance of 
Secession," passed by our disloyal predecessors, 
although null and void ah initio, be and the same is 
hereby repealed, and the State be relieved from the 
disgrace put upon it by political managers, who 
represented only a minority of its citizens. 

"'Resolved, that a copy of these proceedings, 
duly signed by the proper officers of our November 
Legislative body and General William Tecumseh 
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Sherman, be delivered to the expatriated ex-Gov- 
ernor, provided any one can catch him/ " 

The report was received with boisterous approval, 
the committee discharged with thanks, and a motion 
made and seconded, that the resolutions be approved 
and passed as read. 

"Are you ready for the question?" asked the 
Speaker. 

" No; there are some points I wish to elucidate,** 
remarked General Z — , of Texas. Thereupon, there 
followed a learned discussion of State Rights and 
Constitutional powers by members of the legal pro- 
fession, masquerading as soldiers, which would not 
discredit the U. S. Congress. 

General B — opposed the resolutions vehemently. 
He flourished his pistol recklessly. He declared 
there was no quorum. " It requires,'* said he, ** a 
certain niunber of members to act legally, and, as 
four Yankees are only equal to one Southerner (see 
Southern Journals and the opinions of many South- 
ern leaders), this body is not large enough to legis- 
late." 

Captain Fitz left the room quietly. 

The doors burst open, " Single file, march ! " 
echoed in the chamber, and a squad of soldiers ad- 
vanced, halted, faced front and presented arms. 

" Here is your quorum," said Captain Fitz, 
saluting, " and every man has * forty rounds in his 
cartridge-box and twenty in his pocket/ " 
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The Speaker saluted the line with his sword and 
said, ** Shoulder arms, break ranks, and take seats 
as members of the Legislature. Captain Fitz, I 
thank you." 

The soldiers scattered, the captain sat down. 
General B — sank into his seat like a jelly-fish. The 
resolutions were passed unanimously; cheers were 
given for Georgia, the first reconstructed state, and 
a recess was declared for conversation and frolic. 

There had been quite enough serious business for 
the army boys. The long-roll of drums and the 
musical bugle calls forced a hasty adjournment, and 
the amateur statesmen, but seasoned veteran 
soldiers, sprang to arms to continue their bold and 
laborious march to the sea. 



Digitized by 



Google 



i88 SOUTHERN BUDS 



CHAPTER XV. 



" Shennan and his glorious band 
Journeyed through the rebel land, 
Fed from Heaven's all-bounteous hand—" 



The roads were good, the rivers low, the skies 
sunny, and the snakes had gone into winter quar- 
ters. The autumn weather was exceedingly pleas- 
ant. There was an absence of the usual seasonal 
storms, and the snaky columns crept over planta- 
tions, wound among the giant conifers of the pine- 
belt, waded through the swamps, staggered over 
the pontoons across the rivers; onward to the low 
rice-lands, the marshes, the oozy bogs, and the 
loathsome canals behind the city of Savannah. 

The country behind the army was trampled and 
torn. Empty bottles, tin cans, rags, paper, fire- 
places, broken trees, litter of horses, half-burned 
fences, piles of brands and ashes of burned build- 
ings, houseless chimneys, broken machinery, twisted 
rails, and corduroy roads through marshes for the 
wagons and artillery, were relics of the grand 
march. 
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An ever increasing host of negroes trailed behind 
tiie army, begging for food and clothing, protection 
and freedom. Many of them drowned in the rivers, 
starved by the wayside, died from exposure and 
fatigue, or were shot by pursuing masters and re- 
vengeful rebel soldiers. The army could not be 
hindered ; it could not leave guards behind to protect 
them at Ebenezar Creek, where foul murder was 
perpetrated; it could not spare food from its fast 
emptying wagons to feed them. Self-preservation 
demanded continuous and rapid advance. There 
was work to do night and day in defending the long 
columns, gathering food and forage, and destroying 
property. The n^roes would have consumed every- 
thing like a plague of locusts, and enveloped and 
paralyzed the army like the slimy tentacles of an 
octopus. 

The Union army brushed aside all opposition 
easily. General Smith's and General McLaw's Di- 
vision of regulars and militia made a spirited attack 
on the right column near Macon, and was repulsed 
with considerable loss. Wheeler's Cavalry, sup- 
ported by infantry, assailed the left column furiously, 
and fought and lost the battle of Waynesboro. 
" Give them all the fighting they want," said Sher- 
man to Slocum, and the Confederates were outnum- 
bered and beaten back. The last attempt to stop the 
invading army was made by the gallant Captain 
Harry Wayne, on the banks of the Oconee; but the 
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enthusiastic Union veterans scattered his small 
force, and went rollicking, singing, skirmishing, 
ravaging and burning, until the smell of old Ocean 
and the booming of breakers upon the Atlantic 
shore, filled their hearts with joy and worship of 
Uncle Billy. 

The army had marched 300 miles, leaving a grave 
here and there in the sacred soil near the ashes of 
nightly bivouacs to mark the trails over the deso- 
lated country, and arrived behind Savannah, De- 
cember 9th and loth, 1864. 

The left wing extended from the Ogeechee Canal 
to the bank of the Savannah River. The right wing 
stretched from the canal to King's Bridge, near the 
mouth of the Ogeechee, in sight of Wassaw Sound, 
where the gunboats of Admiral Dahlgren's South 
Atlantic Squadron lay at anchor just beyond the 
gun range of Fort McAllister. The navy was in 
front, the army behind the doomed city. Savannah 
was within the serpents' coils. 

General Hardee retreated to the fortifications 
around the city, and sent back spiteful shells against 
the besieging army. General Sherman entrenched 
and replied with his field guns. Pickets faced each 
other along the ten-mile line of investment, and 
both armies rested. 

Three scouts started in a skiff through the cane- 
brake and canals to carry the news of Sherman's 
arrival to Admiral Dahlgren. Kilpatrick's Cavalry 
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crossed the Ogeechee River and advanced to St. 
Catherine's Sound, where informatipn of the army's 
position was communicated to the naval vessels on 
the blockade. Fort McAllister still displayed the 
flag of Dixie from its staff, and Confederate cannon 
menaced the U. S. gunboats blockading Wassaw 
Sound, and prevented their approach to the army on 
the Ogeechee. 

General Sherman, ever active, accompanied by a 
few officers, rode down the northern bank of the 
Ogeechee, the morning of December 13th, past 
King's Bridge, to Cheeve's Mill, which was only 
three miles from Fort McAllister. General Hazen 
and a few regiments of Howard's Division had 
already crossed to the southern bank of the river to 
attack the fort in the rear. Sherman and his com- 
panions climbed up on the roof of the mill in order 
to have a better view of the fort and the fleet, and 
his signal officer began to talk wig-wag with the 
U. S. Tug Dandelion, which had ventured into the 
mouth of the river as near as the captain dared to 
go. 

The roar of the ocean was in the great com- 
mander's ears; his heart beat joyfully at sight of 
his country's ships so near him, and he knew the 
last barrier between his army and the loyal coast 
would soon be in his possession. The signal officer 
of the Dandelion at last discovered and replied to 



Digitized by 



Google 



192 SOUTHERN BUDS 

the signals from the mill roof and asked, "Who 
are you?*' 

"General Sherman/' 

" Is McAllister taken yet? " i 

" No, but it will be in a minute/' 

The fort discovered the group upon the mill and 
sent a few shells to harass it. But the officers smiled 
and remained observant. 

Hazen's blue-coats could be seen from the roof of 
the mill, creeping through the underbrush and 
climbing over the felled trees on the land side of 
Fort McAllister. They tumbled over the barricade 
of logs and crawled over the cheveaux de frise like 
swarming bees. They skulked under the walls of 
the fortification, so that its cannon could not be 
depressed enough to hurt them, and formed their 
lines beneath the shadow of the fort. Jets of 
cannon flame, sheets of musketry fire, and clouds of 
smoke hid them from view. The cannons' roar 
ceased, the musketry fire slackened, the wind swept 
the smoke away, and they saw the blue and the gray 
mingled upon the ramparts in hand-to-hand conflict, 
using bayonets fiercely, shooting and sabring, 
tumbling within and without the fort, surging this 
way and that, and, finally, disappearing towards the 
colors. 

The general wiped his field-glasses. No sounds 
came over the river. Then the flag of the Confed- 
eracy fluttered down like a wounded bird, and the 
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flag of the Union waved triumphantly aloft. Fort 
McAllister had surrendered to the gallant Hazen 
and his veterans, and the last obstacle between the 
army and the navy was removed. 

As Sherman and his staff climbed down from 
their exposed position upon the mill and sought 
their horses, hitched in a near-by grove, the general 
rubbed his hands together and exclaimed, "Dis 
nigger can't sleep dis night," repeating an exclama- 
tion of an old slave at Howell Cobb's plantation, 
when he had become convinced the Yankees had 
really arrived 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

* There is a pleasure io the pathless woods* 
There Is a rapture on the lonely shore.** 

When General Wheeler was repulsed at Waynes- 
boro and driven towards the Savannah River, Lieu- 
tenant Pearson asked him if he intended to retire 
before the enemy, and to re-enforce Hardee at 
Savannah. 

" I reckon not, sir. The city is no place for 
cavalry, and L can do better service harassing the 
rear-guard." 

" Then, as the enemy has run away from us, I 
should like a short furlough in order to attend to 
some important business in South Carolina.'' 

"What? You've had enough fighting? You 
wish to be out of it? I cannot spare you. You are 
one of my best officers." 

"General, you insult and then compliment me. 
I do not like it." 

" I beg pardon, but you surprise me." 

" I will explain my business, if you desire if 
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" Very well! Make haste. Time presses." 

" I wish to perform a duty I owe Judge Burton. 
His daughters are in South Carolina on the road to 
Savannah, and they will run right into the rear of 
the Federal army unless I stop them. God knows 
what would happen to them then.'* 

"Ah I Judge Burton's daughters! I thought 
there was a woman in the case. Which is it, sir? " 
and the general looked at Pearson and smiled. 

" Neither, sir; they are my cousins. I started to 
escort them home and left them at my uncle's plan- 
tation for a visit, promising to return and conduct 
them home for Christmas." 

"O, you expected to return?" 

" Yes; the bullet is not yet cast to kill me." 

" I hope not, my lad. Judge Burton's daughters? 
I will think about it," and he returned Pearson's 
salute, as he opened and read a despatch just de- 
livered to him by a courier. 

Judge Burton was an influential lawyer and poli- 
tician of Savannah, who was popular with the whole 
people, loyal to the Confederacy, and a power in the 
conferences of the leaders of Secession. His con- 
servative influence extended even to Richmond, 
where his best friends were trying to stem the flood 
of disaster, which had risen higher and higher since 
the summer of '63. He had been summoned to 
Macon by President Davis to consult with him and 
General Hood upon the western movement and the 
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general conduct of the war; and Wheeler knew, if 
the Confederacy should be conquered, the Judge 
would be paramount in bringing order out of chaos, 
and in restoring peace with honor to his country- 
men. 

He had solemn thoughts this night in his little 
canvas tent by the river. He recalled the fall of 
Mobile, the blowing up of the Albemarle, the cap- 
ture of the Florida, the sinking of the Alabama, the 
devastation of the Shenandoah Valley, the defeat at 
Gettysburg, the siege of Petersburg and Richmond, 
the surrender of Atlanta, and the ruthless march of 
Sherman's veterans through the heart of his coun- 
try, and his mind was full of forebodings. He saw 
with prophetic eyes the miscarriage of carefully laid 
plans of conquest, and the collapse of the new 
nation, founded upon human slavery and State 
Rights; but he resolved to fight to the end and fall 
in the ruins of the Confederacy. He brushed the 
mist from his eyes and sent an orderly for Pearson, 
who appeared soon, looking disturbed and anxious. 

" I have decided to give you leave, sir/* said the 
general. 

"Oh I thank you. General!*' cried the young 
man ; " I thought you would, if you reflected on the 
dangers the ladies might encounter this side of the 
r*ver.*' 

"Where is your uncle's plantation, Pearson?" 

" Near Barnwell on the Salkehatchie." 
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** Not far from this camp, and in a very fertile 
section. Is your uncle at home or in the army ? " 

**At home, crippled by rheumatism. His son 
Nat is a lieutenant stationed in Fort Moultrie." 

" Ah ! any other sons ? " 

" No; he has given his best to the cause." 

" Right enough. Give him my regards, and tell 
him I remember the hunting and fishing scrapes 
we had together years ago." 

" I didn't know you were acquainted," said Pear- 
son staring. 

" O, yes; I reckon I know Sam Green. Ask him 
if he remembers the night we went coon hunting 
and the dogs chased a runaway Georgia nigger up 
a black-jack. We thought it might be a bear and 
were scared, but not half as much as the nigger was. 
He was afraid he would be shot. Ha, ha, ha ! " and 
the general rubbed his hands together gleefully. 

^' I can imagine it. I have been in those same 
woods." 

"Will you start to-night?" asked the general, 
becoming grave suddenly, as if he had lowered his 
dignity by joking with a subordinate. 

" Immediately, with your permission, sir." 

" How long will you be absent? " 

" Only a few days, I hope, sir." 

"Well, don't you leave those ladies until they 
are safe in their father's house. Mind what I say, 
safe! We cannot trust the vagabonds, who are 
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ravaging our country. Carry an extra revolver, 
and put a bowie knife in your boot. Good-night, 
sir. I wish you a safe journey." 

"Good-night„ General; may the god of battles 
keep you ! " 

The men grasped hands firmly, and parted quickly 
to hide their emotion. Pearson was soon in the 
saddle, and passed through the picket-line about 
midnight. He left behind him the cries and groana 
of the wounded ; groups of white-aproned surgeons, 
ministering to the suffering and the dying; details 
of men, burying the dead in dark ditches, and thou- 
sands of comrades, sleeping on beds of grass and 
leaves with only the starry sky for a coverlid. He 
followed the road towards the ferry where he had 
previously crossed the Savannah. The cool night 
air of the river-bottom refreshed him. The whip- 
poor-will had gone to «leep. Night-owls cried in 
the swamps. A fox in a ravine barked and startled 
his horse. The moss-clad sycamore and cypress 
trees resembled ghostly Druids. Once he heard far 
up the river the whistle of a steamer, and he knew 
Augusta was still a city of the Confederacy. He 
wondered why Sherman's columns were writhing 
right and left like snakes in the grass. Why did he 
not swing north and attack Columbia, as everybody 
supposed he would ; or turn south, take Macon, and 
escape to Mobile and the Gulf Squadron? Perhaps 
he was practising strategy and intending to attack 
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Charleston or Savannah. Could he march' so far 
and not be annihilated by an outraged populace and 
gathering army? What should he do with Edna 
and Estelle, if they could not get through to Savan- 
nah? Thus Pearson mused and worried, as he rode 
along the dark forest aisles, with the starlight filter- 
ing through the feathery branches of the giant 
pines above him. He came to a gap in the trees 
and saw a log-cabin by the river's bank. The door 
and the window shutters were closed, for the river 
mist was damp and cold. He knocked upon the 
door and a negro shouted, '* Who's dar? " 

" General Sherman," replied Pearson. 

"Bless de Lawdl Glory hallelujah! Tse bin 
waitin' long fur dis blessed day," came from within 
the house, and the negro ferryman opened the door 
and peered into the darkness. 

" Ferry me over the river, you black rascal, and 
be quick about it!" commanded the lieutenant, as 
the negro stood blinking and dtmibfounded in the 
door. 

" Yas, Marse, but you'se not Gineral Sherman. 
You is Georgy bawn. I kin tell; I'se raised ober 
heah." 

"Never mind where you were raised. Uncle; 
don't you fear. Take me and my horse across the 
river and I'll pay you sure." 

The old man helped get the horse on board and 
the two men poled and rowed the flat-boat across to 
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the South Carolina bank. The lieutenant led his 
horse on shore, gave the ferryman a Confederate 
bill of large denomination and little value, and rode 
rapidly into the forest The negro gazed into the 
hole of darkness, scratched his woolly head and 
mumbled, " I thot I know'd dat boss. He an' his 
marster war heah befo'/* 

Pearson left the dense forest with its somber 
shade and queer noises behind him, and made such 
progress along the better roads that he arrived at 
his uncle's plantation about noon, having break- 
fasted in the saddle. The ladies were sitting upon 
the piazza reading and sewing, and Mr. Green was 
repairing a wheel in the carpenter shop. Edna was 
the first to notice him, as he passed the peach 
orchard and turned into the yard. 

"Cousin Frank! Cousin Frank I" she shouted, 
and the ladies ran, surrounded his foam-flecked 
horse and greeted him lovingly. He was received 
as one from the dead. Without news of individual 
movements, and filled with apprehension by exag- 
gerated reports of terrible battles, the isolated in- 
habitants of the plantations lived in constant fear 
of the death of loved ones in the army. News of 
the capture of Milledgeville, and of the rapid march 
of the Union army, had been received at the village 
station from deserters and frightened countrymen. 
Calamity was expected, and the news Pearson 
brought that the operations of the enemy were con- 
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fined to Georgia, was as welcome as the assurance 
of his own safety. It was the opinion of deserters, 
cripples and old men at the station Sherman would 
soon return to Atlanta. Only a madman would dare 
to proceed to the seacoast and attack heavily forti- 
fied cities, defended by thousands of the best soldiers 
of the Confederacy. 

Pearson learned Judge Burton had written he 
would not be able to meet his daughters; and Judge 
Lytle had sent Joshua orders to bring the young 
ladies to Charleston, whence they could travel safely 
home by inside steamers, or by the coast railroad. 
He knew little of the vigilance of the naval picket- 
boats and blockading vessels in the channels, rivers 
and bays along the coast; or, of the infantry col- 
umns that were pushing their bayonets inland 
through the canebrake under cover of the guns of 
shallow-draft gunboats. 

The carryall was loaded with provisions and 
personal baggage, and started next morning with 
its precious load and Pearson's escort for Charles- 
ton. Clusters of log-cabins, dilapidated mansions, 
fields of stumps and weeds, avenues bordered by 
trees, clumps of shrubbery and small groves, char- 
acterized the clearings amid the great forests of 
cypress, poplar, oak and pine. Great swamps and 
grassy ponds, full of snakes, yellow lilies, wild- 
fowl and shiny logs, broke the monotony of the 
broad savannahs and wooded ridges. 
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Negroes in rags lifted tattered hats to the trav- 
elers, and a few whites glanced timidly from win- 
dows or from sheltering bushes. There were few 
white people left in the country, and one realized, 

** De whip 18 lost, de han'cuff broken, and de massall hab his pay, 
He's ole enough, big enough, oughter know better dan to went 
and run away." 

The good horses traveled steadily along the sandy 
roads, splashed through puddles, and crossed fords 
and bridges, and the girls enjoyed the novel exper- 
ience and their freedom. But they were not sorry 
to hear Frank and Joshua talk of stopping for the 
night, and, when a place was selected, they danced 
around and helped arrange things in a snug camp 
of boughs, which the men had quickly built beneath 
a great oak. The girls declared their bed of moss, 
cushions and wraps was better than the one at the 
convent; and the supper by the flashing fire in the 
black forests was a dream. Joshua slept in the car- 
riage. Pearson pillowed his head on his saddle like 
a good soldier, and kept one ear open for his noble 
horse and the other for his companions. 

They traveled the next day by a road diverging to 
the left hand, passed Hendersonville, and spent the 
night in a vacant cabin at a ferry on the Combahee 
River. Pearson intended to proceed to Pocotaligo, 
where there was a Confederate camp, and he could 
get transportation either to Savannah or Charleston. 
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The first disappointment came with daylight; the 
flat-boat was gone, and its ropes lay rotting on the 
bank. Pearson gave relief to his feelings by kick- 
ing a burning log, and, after eating breakfast, re- 
solved to build a raft. A Southerner dashes into 
action like a field-battery. Pearson constructed a 
raft of logs, vines and rope without giving much at- 
tention to the strength of the river's current. A 
soldier on the water is like a sailor on horseback, 
likely to meet strange adventures. 

The ferryman came over the river in a dugout, 
and brought slabs and boards for a platform upon 
the raft, and repaired and stretched the rope to the 
other bank. Cushions, wraps, saddle, arms, pro- 
visions, etc., were piled upon the raft; the ladies 
were seated comfortably among them; Edna held 
the bridle of the saddle-horse, and the ferryman and 
Pearson poled the craft out from the bank and 
pulled upon the rope. 

The logs strained in their weak fastenings, and 
the river rushed swiftly around the voyagers. An 
alligator splashed into the water from the southern 
bank, and the horse snorted and sprang into the 
flood. Pearson dropped the rope and tried to catch 
him, but the negro held fast and was dragged into 
the riveri and the raft floated rapidly down stream. 
The disaster happened so quickly that Pearson had 
only time to shout to Joshua, " Meet us at some of 
the down-river fords, and, if you cannot, take the 
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horses and carriage to Charleston, and tdl the 
judge we are coming soon," 

Joshua's countenance turned bronze-green in the 
morning sunlight, and he shouted, " Yas, Marse!" 
as he caught the dripping horse and lifted his hat. 

The raft floated around a point into a broader 
part of the river, with sedges and cypress swamps 
upon each side, where deadly moccasins and shiny 
alligators abounded, and long-billed birds flew 
through the grizzly mosses. 

" D — ^n that 'gator ! " growled Frank, as he took 
a long breath, seized his pole, and pushed the raft 
away from a sunken log. ^ Then he noticed the 
frightened faces of the girls and burst into laughter. 

"Indeed! I couldn't help it. Cousin Frank; he 
pulled me almost off of the raft," moaned Edna. 

" Of course, you couldn't help it. Six men could 
not have held Warfield. It is very fortunate he 
didn't drag you into the river. Don't look so fright- 
ened, Estelle. The raft is safe, we have plenty of 
food and are going towards home. Joshua will 
catch us at some landing below, and, if he doesn't, 
we will land at the railroad bridge among our 
soldiers. This kind of traveling is delightful." 

Estelle's eyes were full of fear; her face was lily 
white, and two tears broke over their pink walls and 
rolled into the dimples of her cheeks. Edna's face 
was grave and determined. She nodded approval 
of Frank's speech, and consoled her sister. 
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" Now we will prepare the little ship for a voyage 
in rough water," said Frank, and he arranged the 
things they had saved into a bulwark around the 
edge of the raft, and seated the girls comfortably in 
the middle. 

^'I have some matches, and there's plenty of 
cake," observed Edna. 

" It is lucky we have the axe, the pistols and my 
saber. We must camp to-night, and you shall ex- 
perience some of the joys of a soldier's life." 

Estelle smiled and looked incredulous, as her eyes 
penetrated the water-soaked, moss-clad wilderness 
around her. Her imagination filled the virgin for- 
est with every kind of ferocious animals. 

The raft went rapidly down the narrow parts of 
the river, where the voyagers pushed aside obstruct- 
ing branches and parted mossy portieres, and 
floated slowly through broad reaches, bounded by 
grassy savannahs and C3rpress swamps. The scenes 
changed constantly, and the girls were excited fre- 
quently by the flapping of great wings, and the flight 
of nimble deer, where hummocks rose above the 
general level. Here and there alligators splashed 
intQ the muddy river. 

Pearson poled the raft hither and thither to avoid 
obstacles and to keep in the strong current, while he 
cheered his companions by calling their attention to 
oddly-shaped trees, clusters of mistletoe, trailing 
moss, and eagles' nests in the tops of dead pines. 



Digitized by 



Google 



2o6 SOUTHERN BUDS 

His practised eyes saw squirrels on leafy bougHs, 
water snakes beneath overhanging banks, and foxes 
and coons sneaking along the shore. As the 
shadows darkened more and more, he watched the 
river's banks anxiously in order to select a camping 
place, having decided it would be dangerous to con- 
tinue the course in the darkness that he knew would 
soon envelop them. 

The current slackened soon, the river broadened, 
and the sunlight slanted beyond into narrows be- 
tween wooded bluffs. 

"O, what a pretty dog!*' exclaimed Estelle, 
pointing towards the grassy debouchment 

"Dog? That is a deer, sweet cousin — ^a fine 
buck. Edna, move quietly and hand me a pistol. 
Keep perfectly still, if he should raise his head/' 
said Frank in a whisper. 

Edna got a revolver out of its holster and handed 
it cautiously to him. The raft floated towards the 
bank, a point of high grass almost hid the game. 

"Don't shoot the pretty creature, Frank," said 
Estelle. 

The deer raised his head. He had heard her 
whisper fifty yards distant. That moment the loud 
report of the pistol awoke echoes in the woods, and 
the buck sprang up the bank among the trees. 

"He is hit! He is badly hurt! His flag was 
down I " shouted Frank, as he poled the raft quickly 
to the bank, secured it by pole and rope, and rushed 
on shore. 



Digitized by 



Google 



AND SONS OF WAR. 207 

There was a wild commotion in the bushes. 
Frank followed blood and tracks directly to them, 
and found the buck in his death struggles. 

" He is dying I He is killed I We shall have ven- 
ison for supper! " he shouted, with the proud exul- 
tation of a victor. 

"The poor thing! You make me sick. I will 
not eat a bit of it," declared Estelle shuddering. 

" Nonsense, sister; I think the Lord sent him for 
us babes in the woods,'' said Edna. 

The girls watched the raft and the setting sun, 
and Frank dressed the deer. He was too much ac- 
customed to mangled and dead soldiers to be squeam- 
ish over dead game. He was grateful for this im- 
portant addition to their meager supply of food. 
The spiteful bullet from his Colt's revolver had 
done good work for them, and Frank patted his 
pistol lovingly, as he stuck it beneath his belt. Then 
he selected a knoll beneath a great pine, built a lean- 
to of boughs, brought things from the raft to 
furnish the camp, and the castaways ate broiled 
venison by the glare of a huge lightwood fire. 

As they sat around the glowing brands after sup- 
per and talked of the morrow, Est^Ue remarked, 
" The flickering light of the fire, the black forest, 
the ribbon of sky, and the rushing river, make me 
afraid. We are lost in the wild forest of South 
Carolina. I greatly fear we shall never see our 
home again." 
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"Don't you fear, sister; Frank and I wHl take 
you safely out of the wilderness. The snakes have 
gone to their winter sleep. Only coons, bear and 
panthers prowl around at night. Cousin Frank, let 
me have one of your pistols — ^I know how to shoot," 
said Edna. 

" Are you quite sure you do? '* asked he, smiling 
at her confident manner, as he passed her a small 
revolver. 

" Shall I shoot at the pine torch by the fallen 
tree to prove it?" 

"Never mind. Save your powder. You may 
need it to-night. It requires much practise to shoot 
straight in the darkness." 

Edna pushed the pistol under the carriage cushion 
at the head of the rough bed, and crawled under the 
robe with Estelle. 

Pearson made the raft more secure by stakes and 
vines, gathered a pile of dead wood for the fire, 
wrapped himself in his heavy coat, and stretched 
himself out with his feet towards the blazing logs 
and his body hidden beneath a young pine tree op- 
posite the lean-to. There was no murmur of wind 
in the trees ; the river slipped along noiselessly like 
an Indian scout; the girls winked to sleep beneath 
the twinkling stars, and their guard finally slept 
lightly with his right hand resting upon the butt of 
his pistoL 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



' At once there rose so wild a yell 
Within that dark and narrow delL** 



Just before dawn, a shrill scream awoke the 
sleepers. Estelle snuggled closer to Edna, who dis- 
engaged an arm and seized her pistol. 

"Keep quiet and pretend to sleep! It was a 
panther's cry. He is feasting on the offal of the 
deer/' whispered Pearson, as he crawled behind the 
little pine. His practised ear had caught other 
sounds in the direction of the river, voices of men 
and the dipping of paddles. He had been awakened 
by these sounds before the lion's cry, so acute are a 
soldier's senses on duty, when forty winks of sleep 
are taken often at the peril of his life. 

" Thar's the raft an' they hev camped on the bank 
thar," said a piping voice. 

The canoe touched the raft, the paddling ceased, 
and the men muttered over the absence of every- 
thing of value. 
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" Did the nigger say he wuz one ov us or er d— d 
Yankee spy?" asked one man of his companion. 

" He said, * he peered like Georgy bawn, but his 
hoss wuz branded U. S., an' the saddle an' bridle 
cum f rum the North/ " 

" What 'bout the wimmin? " 

"He said, 'They wuz rale Southern ladies, 
though one wuz most too peart fur these parts.' " 

" Talk low or we'll wake 'em. He mought be a 
right smart Yankee, but I reckon he wouldn't think 
ov danger in these yeah swamps. Some ov them 
Union soldiers be rale 'ristocrats." 

"Wall, we'll gobble this 'ristocrat an' let him 
give 'count ov hisself, though he mought be hull 
Southern." 

"I don't keer fur the contract, nohow. I feel 
chilly. Give me a drink ov blue-ruin." 

" Yo're skeered. That's what's the trouble with 
yo'. Yo' ain't wuth er spiled herrin' in er scrim- 
mage. Yo're a lazy, riproarin', no 'count, blusterin', 
ole fool in camp; an' ain't wuth er rotten coon skin 
in danger. Shake! yo' durned coward; I'll do the 
job myself." 

Pearson could hear the man's teeth chatter, and 
he smiled at the idea of such an opponent. The 
country was full of deserters and desperate men, 
and he believed the two desperadoes were more in- 
tent on robbery and devilish work, than acting 
under orders to capture a spy. Otherwise, he would 
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have confronted them and revealed his rank and 
mission. 

The men took a drink, left the canoe at the raft, 
and crept cautiously towards the camp-fire, carrying 
their rifles at a ready. They saw the smoldering 
fire, the lean-to and the two sleepers, and were 
puzzled at the absence of their protector. They 
stopped, talked in low tones a moment, peered into 
the woods, and advanced towards the bed, thinking 
the man might be hidden among the irregularly ar-» 
ranged baggage. The leader stooped to remove one 
of the bed covers. 

Pearson yelled sternly, " Lay down your arms or 
you are dead men!" 

The agued man dropped his gun near the bed and 
fell upon his knees, as Edna threw off a blanket, sat 
up white and shaking, and pointed her pistol at his 
head. 

The leader turned quickly and fired his rifle in 
the direction of the voice. Another sharp report 
followed instantly, and a bullet sped from Pearson's 
revolver, the man dropped his gun, threw up his 
arms, clutched the air wildly and fell on his face. 

Pearson sprang upon his companion, removed his 
rifle, searched for other arms, made him sit upon a 
log, and directed Edna to shoot him if he moved. 

Edna watched the prisoner closely, pointed her 
pistol at him frequently, and his chills developed 
into violent shakes. Estelle had in the meantime 
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sprung upi put the two rifles on the bed, poked the 
fire into a blaze, and now stood shivering and look- 
ing at the fallen man. Pearson dragged the injured 
man to the river's brink and examined his wound. 
The bullet had gone through the left lung close to 
great blood vessels, passed out through the back 
beneath the shoulder blade, and the wound was 
bleeding at both ends. The breathing was irregular, 
the man insensible, and there seemed no hope. The 
lieutenant washed away some blood, bathed the 
pallid face, put a little whiskey on the tongue, and 
left the man upon the grass, while he sought his 
frightened comrade. 

" All right, Edna; I will take care of the prisoner 
now, while you and Estelle get breakfast," said he 
cheerfully, smiling at the pale faces, dishevelled hair 
and bedraggled skirts. 

Edna walked slowly to the fire, pointing her 
pistol at the prisoner occasionally to see him shrink 
and tremble. 

" Now, you comcracker,*' — ^said Pearson to the 
gaunt specimen of humanity, whose sallow face, 
unkempt hair, wiry whiskers, tobacco-stained 
mouth, and loose-jointed skeleton, betokened the 
typical cracker and cattle-driver of the uplands — 
" Who are you, and why did you attack my camp? " 

" My name's Munze, an' I b'long ter the Eigh- 
teenth North Car'liny Rigiment. I'se been scoutin' 
'long the river lookin' arter disarters an' sich. 
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Ashley, that's him yo' pinked/' said the prisoner, 
pointing towards the river with his thumb, " he 
an' me happened at the ford yisterday, an' er nigger 
tole we 'uns yo' an 'two wimmin folks had gone 
down river without takin' leave ov yore friends — 
an' he 'lowed yo' wuz er Yank, jcdgin' by yore boss 
an' fixin's. So we cum down ter 'vestigate." 

" A bad find for your comrade," 

"Yas; peers ter me I seen yo' befo', Mister 
What's-yore-name." 

" Lieutenant Pearson, of Wheeler's Cavalry, my 
man. You ought to have known that before you 
sneaked into my camp." 

" Shuah's preachin' ! Yo' be the officer I halted 
on the Saluda nigh ter Columby. Say, Mister Pear- 
son, if I wuz yo', I'd git rid ov that boss. Yo' bed 
er close call last time on 'count his U. S. mark an' 
his outfit. Me an' Ashley on a wild-goose chase 
heah, an' all 'cause er that cussed beast. Sell out, 
give 'im away, or p'haps next time yo'U turn up 
yore toes." 

Munze had recovered his courage, when he 
learned he had nothing to fear from a fellow soldier 
of the Confederacy. 

"Good advice, Munze. Now we know each 
other, we can work together. Ashley is danger- 
ously wounded, but, if you can take him down 
river to the bridge, where there is a post and a 
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surgeon, you may save his life. Dare you venture 
in that old dugout? " 

"Fm duracd glad he's alive. Dare? Hell! 
What yo' take me fur? I'm all right when I don't 
hev the fever. Ov course, I kin." 

" I heard your teeth chatter last night" 

" Yas— ever hed the fever, Lieutenant?" 

"Yes, but it never got a good hold of me. I 
had a good doctor." 

" Wall, I didn't. That malary tuk er tight grip 
ov me; my liver's caked, my spleen weighs 'bout 
forty pounds, an' every time I cum 'mong these 
yeah river swamps yo'd think I wuz playin' pinany 
keys with my jaw bones. Ashley thought I wuz 
skeered. 'F he gits round again, I hope he'll 
catch the fever, I do shuah. Say, Lieutenant, hev 
yo' er leetle red-eye? I feel them shakes er cumin'." 

Pearson gave Munze some quinine and whiskey 
and it revived him wonderfully. The two men 
made a grassy bed in the canoe, placed Ashley care- 
fully upon it, covered him with a blanket, and 
Munze ate half-raw venison and his breakfast, as 
he paddled rapidly down the river. He landed be- 
fore night at the railroad crossing, and accompanied 
his leader on a train to Grahamville, where there 
was a Confederate camp and a surgeon. 

Hours passed in conversation and preparation 
before the raft was floated, and its precious freight 
was again subjected to the dangers of the rushing 
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river. The current increased in rapidity, as they 
shot through narrows, and more hummocks ap- 
peared on the approach to the sea. Qearings, plan- 
tations and landings were passed, but there was no 
sign of Joshua or his team. 

''It was fortunate the panther awoke us. It 
would have been dreadful to have opened our eyes 
and seen those men prowling around the camp," 
said Estelle, shivering a little at memories of the 
night. 

" I heard the paddling and the men talking before 
the cat screamed. He heard the noises too, and 
voiced his anger at the approach of man." 

" Is it possible you were on guard, while we self- 
ishly slept? '* 

" O, a soldier sleeps with ear to the ground and 
one eye open. I knew one to hold his musket and 
walk his beat properly although fast asleep. I can 
sleep, weave the incidents of my environment into 
dreams, recognize danger in them, and awake to 
meet it, as I did last night." 

" How wonderful ! You are a bom soldier, 
Frank," exclaimed Edna, gazing at him admiringly. 

"I suppose one-half of the brain receives im- 
pressions, and the other half watches for danger 
signals." 

" That is beyond my knowledge of physiology," 
said Estelle. 

" How quick you shoot, Frank," said Edna; " the 
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rq)ort of Ashley's rifle and of your pistol seemed 
to touch." 

" In the army, one must shoot quick or be killed. 
Every battle shows that." 

" Is that the reason so many bullets are wasted? '" 

" No; many soldiers do not know how to shoot. 
Some hit the dirt, some the sky; only a few hit the 
mark. Our men shoot better than the Yankees, but 
they have better weapons and ammunition than we 
have. We have been used to arms from early 
years. 

" The losses of men in battle from Chattanooga 
to Atlanta were nearly the same in both armies, and 
it is foolish to think one Southerner is equal to five 
Northerners." 

" I never believed that. Ma thinks man for man, 
they are about equal." 

" That is nearer the truth, because the blood of 
Cavalier and Puritan courses in all our veins. 
Wadsworth, Kearney, McPherson and Custer are 
descendants of Cavaliers. Stonewall Jackson was 
a Puritan, and many of the great Southern families 
proudly trace their origin from the Pilgrims." 

A heavy rain and strong wind came in the after- 
noon, the river rose rapidly, the current became 
violent, and the raft rushed hither and thither al- 
most beyond control. Pearson caught a board for 
Edna to use and assist him in guiding the raft, and 
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they sailed onward upon the ever broadening river, 

• . • ** escaping wrecks defying death,** 

hoping to find a haven of safety at the bridge. 

As night approached, Pearson looked anxiously 
for a landing, but the few discovered could not be 
approached by the clumsy raft in the swirling cur- 
rent. Once, as it floated near the shore, Pearson 
jumped into the water and tried to pull it to the 
bank, but its water-logged mass resisted his supreme 
efforts, and he was obliged to crawl upon it, or be 
left in an impenetrable wilderness, and let his 
cousins go on to almost certain death. Darkness 
came swiftly and added to their anxiety and danger. 
They crashed against the railroad bridge and were 
swept swiftly past it. They could not stop the 
raft at the landing, nor attract attention and get 
help from the garrisoned fort upon the bank. They 
ate supper in a broad part of the river, where the 
raft floated gently onward, and strained their eyes 
in the darkness for signs of the bank and habita- 
tions. They saw lights and heard voices in answer 
to their shouts, as they passed the Combahee Ferry, 
but were powerless to await help, and plunged on- 
ward into the night, leaving an impression on the 
superstitious negro that imps and goblins were 
hovering over the flood. 

The raft drifted through the shadow of Tar 
Bluff, and a sentinel upon the parapet of the Con- 
federate Fort, watching for adventurous boats from 



Digitized by 



Google 



2i8 SOUTHERN BUDS 

the blockading fleet, heard their voices and fired in 
their direction, but they soon drifted on out of 
danger. 

The Tar Bluff Fort commanded^ the entrance of 
the Combahee River, and was the last coast outpost 
of the Confederacy. The guns of the U. S. naval 
vessels in St. Helena Sound replied to its cannon, 
and shot and shell plowed the water between them. 

The girls were fatigued and anxious, but kept 
cheerful and hopeful to encourage their brave pro- 
tector. They did not really comprehend their great 
danger, but Pearson did. The raft met here the 
incoming tide and moved slowly. Pearson tasted 
the water and found it salty. They had reached the 
coast, and he felt helpless and desperate. He 
dreaded the effects of the ocean waves upon his 
fragile craft. He trembled at the threatening fate 
of the dear girls in his charge. " Oh ! why did I 
leave the solid land for the treacherous water 1 '' he 
groaned in utter despair. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

^ What sheeted ghoit is wandering throogh the stonn ? 
For never did a maid of middle earth 
Choose such a time or spot to vent her sorrows.*' 

A WEEK previous to the events of the last chapter, 
the beautiful U. S. gunboat Nautilus had arrived 
and joined Admiral Dahlgren's blockading fleet be- 
fore Charleston, S. C. She had cruised widely from 
the Bahamas to Brazil and among the islands of 
the Caribbean Sea in search of blockade-runners 
and Confederate cruisers, and, although superbly 
equipped, heavily armed and efficiently manned, had 
not before come into touch with actual war such as 
existed between the forts and ships of this part of 
the South Carolina coast 

A line of U, S. men-of-war extended north and 
south; boats and small steamers moved amongst 
them> and several ironclad monitors and the case- 
mated Ironsides lay close in to Folly Island. Two 
monitors lay on picket in the mouth of the harbor 
between Sumter and Moultrie, and these forts ex- 
changed occasional shots with them and with Bat- 
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tery Gregg on Cummin's Point. The " Swamp 
Angel," a heavy Parrot gun beyond Fort Wagner, 
fired screaming shells at St. Michael's church 
steeple in the heart of Charleston. A Whitworth 
gun in Moultrie retaliated by throwing shell among 
the Union soldiers drilling far down Morris Island. 
The flags of Dixie snapped defiance in the breeze 
above Sumter and Moultrie, and the Union colors 
waved proudly over the captured mounds of Bat* 
tery Gregg and Fort Wagner and from the short 
masts of the ironclads. 

The buildings of the fated city shone across the 
water, a peaceful picture in mother-of-pearl, like a 
Turner painting smothered in yellow haze. But 
puffs of flame and smoke, soldiers at the guns and 
in bomb-proofs, and sailors in clanging turrets, told 
red-visaged war was there. 

The third day after arrival, the Nautilus sailed up 
the coast and anchored near the Gunboat Winona in 
St. Helena Sound. This beautiful bay receives 
many rivers between the Broad and the South 
Edisto, and the land between them was vigorously 
defended by large forces of Confederates. Tar 
Bluff Fort on the left bank of the Combahee River 
prevented its hostile navigation, and General Foster 
had asked Admiral Dahlgren to feel its strength 
with the navy. 

An armed cutter from the Nautilus and one from 
the Winona left the ships one day at dark. Lieu«* 
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tenant Careswell led the expedition with Ensign 
Shattuck in the second boat. They were hailed and 
fired at by sentinels, and shell roared over them and 
exploded harmlessly in the marshes. They rowed 
safely beyond into the shadows of the forest and 
rested. Then the boats floated noiselessly past the 
fort and landed below it near a country road. 
Careswell took a few men on a reconnoissance and 
ascertained the fort held four cannon and a garrison 
of fifty men. He dared not attack it with his small 
force. Some fugitive slaves followed him from a 
plantation where he had called for information, and 
he took a few in the boats and directed the others to 
seek the shore opposite the ships. 

The boats were rowing cautiously down the dark 
river and CareswelFs boat was leading, when his 
bow oarsman said, " I hear voices." 

** Lay on your oars and get your carbines ready, 
men. Coxwain, steer more to port across the cur- 
rent ! " ordered the lieutenant in low tones. Talk- 
ing was distinctly heard over the water and he 
thought he detected a woman's voice. 

"Boat ahoy! What boat is that?*' he called 
loudly. 

No answer came. 

"Four men give way at the oars; the others 
take their carbines and loosen their revolvers!" he 
ordered quietly. 

" Don't fire ! There are ladies here half drowned 
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on a raft. We surrender and ask your help, sir; " 
shouted Pearson hoarsely out of the darkness. 

The boat slipped quietly along and its crew soon 
saw a black blotch of human shape with a ghastly 
countenance, and a pile of baggage and wraps from 
which two pallid faces peered, in the middle of a 
raft of logs, which rose and fell and churned water 
up through its crevices, as the waves of the sound, 
now rolling inwards before a rising gale, lifted and 
tumbled it. 

"Hold fast alongside, Coxwain!" said Cares- 
well, as the boatmen caught the raft by boathooks 
bow and stern. " Great Heavens ! What have we 
here? Women in such a plight! Poor things! 
Here, two of you, Robbins, Colby, put these things 
in the boat ! Who are you, and how came you here, 
sir?" ' 

" I am Lieutenant Pearson, of Wheeler's Cavalry, 
and I am conducting these ladies, my cousins, to 
their home in Savannah," replied he in tones of 
emotion and hauteur. 

"Good! Bad! Get the ladies into the boat 
quickly. Lieutenant; the sea is rising fast. Cox- 
wain, put those negroes forward, bum a red Coston 
for the other boat and unload your contrabands ! " 

Careswell assisted Pearson in lifting the wet, ex- 
hausted girls into the stem-sheets of the cutter, 
covered them with sailors' overcoats and gave his 
own to Pearson, Then he gave his unexpected 



Digitized by 



Google 




'Get the ladies into the boat quickly, Lieutenant." 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



AND SONS OE WAR. ^223 

guests hardtack and whiskey, not forgetting a tot 
to each man of the crew — ^to keep away malaria. 

The Winona's boat approached, took off the 
negroes and returned to its ship, after his superior 
had given the ensign the details of the rescue. The 
raft was left to float with the tide, and Careswell 
reported on board the Nautilus about dawn. 

There was much excitement when the adventure 
of the night got about decks, and the ladies and the 
Confederate lieutenant appeared, looking bright and 
cheerful. The captain had given up his stateroom 
to the ladies ; Pearson had taken Careswell's, and he 
had slung a hammock between two guns. He was 
properly presented to the girls and remarked, "I 
trust you do not suffer from your exposure last 
night?" 

" We feel battered and lame, but have not taken 
cold. Your overcoats and refreshments saved us 
from serious illness, and we thank you very much 
for them and our rescue,'* replied Estelle. 

" I desire to add my thanks to sister's. Lieuten- 
ant. Mri Pearson was anxious, when the logs began 
to rise and fall like piano keys, I believe they 
would have separated soon and then ." 

" Then you would have gone to Davy Jones' 
Locker, as we sailors say. My good seamen shall 
share your gratitude. We are so accustomed to 
Neptune's pranks, that we rather enjoy them. 
When I saw you tossed and deluged by the seas, I 
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wondered how my sister would endure such a 
douching. I am glad you are not my sisters.'' 

'' It would not be half so romantic then, would it, 
Frank? '* said Edna naively. ** To be saved by the 
enemy; to be on board of a real man-of-war; and 
to be a prisoner of the Yankees, is almost too won- 
derful. I think I may awaken soon and find it all 
a dream." 

Pearson smiled at Edna's enthusiasm, but de- 
clared he could not see any romance in their con- 
dition. 

** War ships are not homes for romantic girls,** 
said Estelle, ''and we are strangely out of place 
among these busy sailors, brass howitzers and black 
cannon. If this were the Alabama, Florida or 
Shenandoah, and the sailors were Confederates, I 
should enjoy the novelty of our situation and ask 
the captain to take us home; but our best ships are 
destroyed; Captain Waddell has taken the Shenan- 
doah to the Pacific to bum whalers, and we are at 
the mercy of Yankees." 

** Have you found us so inhuman that you dread 
the future. Miss Burton?'* asked Careswell, irri- 
tated by the contemptuous utterance of an epithet 
that belonged by right only to the inhabitants of a 
section of the great North, to New England. 

" N— o. Are the others like you? " 

" Some are better, some worse. A Yankee is 
generally an honest, honorable. Christian gentle- 
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man; not the mean, mercenary, immoral, cruel 
scoundrel that your politicians and journals de- 
scribe. I might with equal justice call you rebels, 
Yazoos, but I know a lot of scallawags are not 
representatives of the good citizens of the South." 

" We are not rebels, sir. We are a Nation de- 
fending our rights," replied Estelle with rising 
color and decided spirit. 

" You rebelled against the authority of the United 
States, and seized her arsenals, custom-houses and 
forts. Therefore, you are rebels ; but, if you should 
succeed in establishing your independence — which 
you never can — ^you would be patriots." 

Pearson frowned and said, " We seized our share 
of the Government property within our frontiers; 
withdrew from a compact no longer honorable, and 
took up arms to defend our homes and territory. 
We desire to be let alone. Your attempt to coerce 
us has caused untold misery and death. We shall 
defend our country and be patriots yet." 

" Let the politicians of the two sections thrash the 
old straw of State Rights and Constitutional pre- 
rogatives. Lieutenant Pearson; we have only to 
obey orders, and, as there are none just now, let 
me show you and your cousins over the ship — if the 
ladies wish," said Careswell, lifting his gold-banded 
cap and bowing. 

The young people spent an hour inspecting the 
marvel of marine architecture and forgot for awhile 
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the gulf between their sections. In parting, Es- 
telle remarked, " We speak in different tongues, but 
fate will lead us to success or death." 

" How loud the gulls scream," observed Pearson. 

" Yes, they foretell a gale/' 

"WilUt be dangerous?" 

" Not here in the sound. Even out of sight of 
land, vessels ride out furious gales safely with iforty- 
five and ninety fathoms of chain to each anchor re- 
spectively. Seas break over and guns roll under, but 
they shake off Neptune's hoary locks and rise 
triumphant." 

"Wonderful!" 

The gale blew itself out in twelve hours, as most 
southeasters do; Captain Preston collected about 
fifty runaway slaves from dugouts, rafts and shore; 
transported them to Port Royal ; delivered Lieuten- 
ant Pearson to General Foster, and left the Misses 
Burton in the motherly care of Mrs. General S— , at 
Beaufort. 

A despatch came in a few days from Admiral 
Dahlgren ordering the Nautilus to Ossabaw Sound, 
and she anchored in the mouth of the Ogeechee 
River and co-operated with the other blockading 
vessels in sounding the channels, removing obstruc- 
tions, dragging for torpedoes and shelling Fort 
McAllister. 

After McAllister had been stormed. General Sher- 
man crossed the river in a leaky skiff; congratulated 
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the soldiers on their victory, and spent the night 
with General Hazen. The next day he went on 
board General Foster's army boat and met Admiral 
Dahlgren, who had received his letter, asking for 
supplies and siege guns, and declaring, '* Savannah 
is our game." 

The meeting of the great commanders at the bor- 
der of the sea was an historic event of great signifi- 
cance, and caused great rejoicing among loyalists 
North and South. 

General Hardee and his 15,000 soldiers were 
closely invested in the rear by Sherman's army, and 
in front by Dahlgren's cordon of storm-tossed ves- 
sels, and his escape seemed impossible. General 
Geary's Division of the Twentieth Corps of the 
right wing of the besieging army, commanded by 
General Slocum, was pressing forward the morning 
of Dec. 2 1 St., when Colonel Willson's regiment 
met a committee of citizens and Mayor Arnold, who 
stated General Hardee and his army had crossed the 
Savannah on pontoons and left the city defenseless. 
General Geary received the surrender of the city, 
marched in and took possession, and General Sher- 
man followed next day, Dec. 22y with his entire 
army. 

Sherman wrote to President Lincoln, 

" I beg to present to you as a Christmas gift the 
city of Savannah, with its one hundred and fifty 
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heavy guns and plenty of ammunition; also, about 
twenty-five thousand bales of cotton." 

The Nautilus steamed into Port Royal the day 
Savannah was occupied by the Union forces, and 
Careswell went to Beaufort on a few hours' leave. 
He was received coolly and treated shamefully by 
the little rebels to whom he had rendered such signal 
services. They were melancholy, bitter and resent- 
ful because he had assisted in the capture of their 
home. Like many Southern ladies they mistook 
treason for courage, and tried to be heroines of a 
cause although victims of unavoidable circumstances. 
They feared their parents would be killed, their 
property destroyed, and the soil of Georgia polluted 
by the Northern barbarians. 

" We wish to go home, now, Lieutenant — ^if there 
is such a place. We may as well be prisoners there 
as here," said Estelle. 

"You are not prisoners. We do not wage 
war against women and children. Your father is a 
non-combatant; he will not be molested, and his 
property will be safe, if he is prudent. Transports 
will soon go to the city with mail and supplies — ^the 
army received twenty tons of letters at the Ogeechee 
— ^and I will try and arrange for your passage," 
replied Careswell thoughtfully. 

" We should be very grateful, although Mrs, 
S — has done everything possible to make our de- 
tention agreeable," said Edna smiling at her hostess. 
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" I wish I could have been here, but we had work 
to do for Sherman," observed the lieutenant quietly. 

" What does Sherman resemble, a hairy beast 
with a lion's jaw ? " asked Estelle scornfully. 

" Lanky and cranky, I reckon, like most of the 
Yankees," said Edna. 

" Not either caricature," laughed Careswell. " He 
is tall, slim, graceful and dignified. His features 
are regular, his eyes kindly gray, his reddish 
whiskers trimmed closely, and his well-chiseled lips 
closed firmly to keep counsel. He has the precision 
and alertness of a soldier and the urbanity of a col- 
lege professor. He was President of a Louisiana 
Military Academy before the war, and taught many 
of your Confederates how to fight. He knew, for 
he is a graduate of West Point." 

"Is it possible? Educated with Beauregard, 
Johnston and Lee! And — is he a gentleman?" 
asked Estelle with seeming surprise and charming 
naivet6. 

" Is a man wet who has fallen into a river? " re- 
plied the lieutenant turning away to hide his disgust. 

" Of course, Estelle. Are not the officers we have 
met here, and ma's brothers, gentlemen?" replied 
Edna. 

" We would not have had this war, if your people 
had known our people better. You think we are all 
fanatics, fighting to destroy slavery. The majority 
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of the war party are trying to preserve the Union, 
and do not care any more about the negro than for 
a sick mule. The abolition of slavery is the incen- 
tive of a few, and it must follow from Lincoln's 
proclamation. It ought to follow, because we 
should not deny freedom to a man because of the 
color of his skin. My uncle in North Carolina 
owned slaves, and I would at one time have liked 
to have had a few myself, but it is too late,'' declared 
the young officer slowly. 

Estelle looked at him ; the fierce light of her eyes 
softened, and a blush of conscious admiration spread 
over her delicate face. 

" Our states are out of the Union and will never 
consent to enter it again. The fugitive slaves at 
Hilton Head and Beaufort must be returned to their 
owners, or be paid for by the North," said Edna 
with judicial firmness. 

" Must is a strong word. Miss Edna, and, in this 
case, would require guns to enforce it," replied 
Careswell. 

" France and England will help us to indepen- 
dence." 

"They didn't do it during your early successes; 
it is probable they would not dare do it now, when 
your fortunes are waning." 

Estelle stamped her foot upon the floor with vexa- 
tion and said, " We shall succeed yet ! I know the 
South can never be conquered 1 " 
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Careswell shrugged his shoulders and looked at 
the proud creature, who believed so ardently in her 
beloved Confederacy. Her patriotism and im- 
perious manner thrilled and disarmed him, and he 
replied gently, " I could almost wish you might suc- 
ceed, since you desire it so earnestly." 

Estelle gave him a quick glance of surprise and 
gratitude. 

Mrs. S — was sewing for the negroes. It was 
the fashion there — ^because the pickaninnies were 
naked and their mothers were half so— to gather 
officers' wiveSj sisters and aunts, and the many 
school-teachers, who had hurried down from Bos- 
ton to teach the black-birds philosophy, into sewing 
societies which did useful work and gossiped not 
a little. The members knew all the department 
secrets; and the officers of the public services, the 
natives, the vagabonds and the contrabands were 
discussed before these thimble-rigging societies and 
judgments were rendered ex cathedra. 

When the planters burned their cotton, gin- 
houses, slave cabins and homes for "the Moral 
effect upon the enemy," and fled inland to escape 
capture, some of them took their able bodied slaves 
with them, shot those who resisted or tried to escape, 
and abandoned the infirm, the sick and the children 
to exposure and starvation. These outcasts warmed 
their naked limbs over the embers of their lost 
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cabins, and gained scanty sustenance a few days 
from the relics of emblements, then turned away 
from inland wastes and traveled to the coast. They 
gathered in forlorn groups upon the sandy shore 
and begged piteously to be taken on board the block- 
ading vessels which lay at anchor in inlets and har- 
bors. Thousands of slaves were embarked, fed on 
ship's rations, covered on deck at night with spare 
sails, and transported to freedom and Port Royal. 

The clean men-of-war became benevolent slavers 
for a time, and the fugitives converted Hilton Head 
into another Ha)rti,. which was patroled and garri- 
soned by negro soldiers, commanded by white of- 
ficers. This association in the service excited de- 
rision and contempt among the regulars, and was 
malodorous, to say the least, but such were the 
orders from Washington. 

There was work for all the philanthropists to feed 
and clothe thousands, to rescue them from animal- 
ism, to plant germs of education in vacuous minds, 
and to instruct in orderly methods of living, in re- 
spect for morality and authority. A city was built 
around Fort Walker, where Captain Drayton, of 
the U. S. Navy, had fought his brother, General 
Dra5rton, C. S. Army, in the circular battle of Port 
Royal. Houses, stores, hotels, streets, parks and 
wharves, soon gave quite a metropolitan appearance 
to the place, and soldiers, sailors, slaves and citizens 
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crowded the streets and market-places. Skull Creek, 
opposite the town, was made a navy yard for the 
repair of vessels; and Bay Point, formerly Fort 
Beauregard, built wharves and great warehouses for 
the storage of naval supplies. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

" AH is change, woe or weal ; 
Joy is sorrow's brother—" 

There was great excitement in town and through 
the fleet, when a despatch-boat brought news of 
Sherman's arrival upon the coast. The fine harbor 
that could hold the navies of the world became a 
scene of great activity. Signals were made from 
ship to ship and shore; boats went in many direc- 
tions; tugs and transports got up steam, and the 
band of the flag-ship and the one at the fort played 
patriotic airs. 

The despatch-boat Oleander was taking in stores 
and getting ready to go up river, the 24th, and 
Careswell received permission from Captain Preston 
to take passage with the ladies and Pearson, and to 
remain over Christmas in Savannah. The party re- 
mained upon the upper deck of the little sidewheel 
steamer, as she felt a way cautiously among shoals, 
piles, torpedoes and other obstructions at the en- 
trance of the river. The broad marshes, rank grass, 
immense trees, dilapidated buildings, and shot-riven 
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walls of Fort Jackson, brought tears to Estelle's 
eyes and she said, " The dear, brown river ! How I 
love its lush meadows, grand oaks and picturesque 
fortifications I Your navy could not take Savannah. 
I hate General Sherman for sneaking in behind the 
city where least fortified. If he had come by the 
Wilmington River, the cannon of Bonaventure and 
of Thunderbolt would have destroyed his army." 

" Perhaps,'' replied Careswell. " The able gen- 
eral finds an enemy's weakest place of defense and 
attacks it vigorously." 

Pearson looked gloomily around at the devasta- 
tion of war and remained silent. He was thinking 
of his horse. 

Edna laid her hand upon his arm and said, ** I 
fear it is the beginning of the end. Never mind, 
Frank, we shall soon be taking daily rides out to the 
plantation and know war's alarms no more forever." 

The steamer landed at a rotting wharf where 
Union sentinels were posted. Some partly burned 
vessels and several ironclads lay upon the opposite 
bank of the river. A crowd of negroes saluted and 
opened a way for the party. They engaged an old 
vehicle and were driven rapidly to Judge Burton's 
brick residence in Bull Street. Estelle sprang up 
the steps and rang the bell. The door was cauti- 
ously opened and a black face peered out sus- 
piciously. 

"Ohl Mammy, mammy!" cried Estelle, who 
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pushed into the hall, threw her arms about a fat 
negress and buried her face in her bosom. 

" Lordy Massy ! Missy, am dat yo' ? Yo' gib me 
sich a skeer. O, Honey, Tse so glad ter see yo', 
ma chile. 'Fore de Lawd! if dar ain't Missy Edna 
too. Anoder brand frum de burnin'. Ain't yo' 
gwine ter cum in heyah, Honey, an' see poo' ole 
mammy?" cried the faithful servant, as she hugged 
and kissed Estelle and saw Edna delaying to give 
some directions to the gentlemen. 

Edna soon joined her sister and there was more 
hugging, more endearing expressions, and tears and 
laughter, which annoyed Careswell and he turned 
away with a feeling of disgust mingled with 
jealousy. " I suppose they would hug and kiss a 
dog after that," he muttered. 

The parlor door opened and a bass voice ex- 
claimed, "What's this? Estelle? Edna? My 
daughters!" and Mammy was abandoned and her 
treasures were clinging around their father's neck 
and smothering him with kisses. 

Old Suke wiped the tears from her sleek, oily 
face, pushed some kinky curls back beneath the 
border of her red and yellow Madras turban, 
smoothed her white apron and exclaimed, " Dem 
chirern cum an' go suffin' like sperrets. Tank de 
good Lawd ! dey is home agin an* we kin bear our 
troubles togedder." 

" Suke, call your mistress ! " said the Judge. Mrs. 
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Burton came and there was another affectionate 
scene in the parlor, and the girls related their won- 
derful experiences from Columbia to Savannah. 
The Judge praised their heroism, and the mother's 
face glowed with pleasure, when the kindness of 
Union officers was mentioned. It was once more a 
united and happy family, and the marching hosts 
and martial music in the streets did not hinder the 
great enjoyment. 

Careswell and Pearson went to General Geary's 
headquarters and reported their arrival. Colonel 
Willson gave them passes about the city, and regis- 
tered Pearson at the Judge's residence. They ate a 
poor dinner at the Pulaski House, which still did 
business with a shrunken menu, and spent the even- 
ing with the Judge. 

"Joshua had a rough experience on his way to 
Charleston with the horses," said the Judge; " Lytle 
wrote me about it. The nigger caught your horse 
and towed him behind the carriage. He waited for 
you at several landings, but, as you did not appear, 
he gave up hope and started for Charleston. He 
crossed the Ashpoo Ferry, got over the Edisto at 
Jacksonborough, and found the country flooded 
along the Ashley River from local rains. The 
horses floundered, the carriage mired and Joshua 
nearly starved, but some men on a flatboat helped 
him across the Ashley, and he thought his troubles 
were ended. The country was full of blacks and 
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whites, fleeing to the cotton-belt from Charleston, 
which the authorities thought would be besieged by 
Sherman. 

" Joshua slept at night in the carriage among the 
pines, with the horses tethered near him. He was 
awakened one morning by the baying of hounds 
upon the track of some runaway niggers. The dogs 
lost the scent in a swamp and came straight for him, 
and he would have been killed had not a troop of 
our cavalry beaten them back with their sabers. But 
the soldiers seized the horses in spite of Joshua's 
earnest protestations. The captain would not be- 
lieve the nigger's story ; he had never heard of Judge 
Lytle, and he considered the brand, U. S. and the 
Union cavalry equipments evidence enough for con- 
fiscation. He mounted your horse; gave the others 
to his men; permitted fugitives to appropriate the 
carriage, and let Joshua go lamenting to his 
master." 

"That horse is always getting some one into 
trouble," declared Pearson, who related his ad- 
ventures since he had come so strangely into his 
possession. 

" You might get out a writ of replevin, but you 
would be obliged to hide him until you are ex- 
changed," observed the Judge, and they laughed at 
his legal joke. 

" Your horse reminds me of a phantom boat oflf 
Charleston," said Careswell. "A southeaster was 
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raging; white caps were racing, and a thick fog 
covered the sea. The forecastle marine thought he 
saw a white boat and fired at it. The sentinel in 
the waist fired five minutes later, and the quarter- 
master on the quarter was sure he had seen a white 
sail to leeward, but whitecaps and fog wraiths only 
were visible to others. 

" The drum beat to quarters, the guns were cast 
loose, and we strained our eyes across the seas, 
feeling superstitious, as if spirits were hovering 
about us. Suddenly a dull roar was heard at the 
starboard quarter, a column of water arose and 
fell upon the deck, the after howitzer was dis- 
charged, the quartermaster got a glimpse of a 
sinking boat, and two men gladly grasped a life- 
line and were hauled on board. They had exploded 
a torpedo without injuring the ship and their boat 
had sunk. One was a seaman and the other, Lieu- 
tenant L , one of my Annapolis classmates." 

"How strange! What courageous fellows!" 
exclaimed the Judge. The ladies trembled with ex- 
citement and Estelle's eyes shone like stars. 

"Yes, they had come out from Charleston in 
their frail submarine craft determined to do or die." 

"That's the stuff! They are the kind of men 
you are fighting, Careswell. They know not fear 
and the Confederacy is full of them," exclaimed 
Pearson. 
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" Well, I prefer live prisoners to dead men every 
time." 

" Capital ! You prefer a habeas corpus to having 
the corpses," laughed the Judge, 

^^But what was the phantom boat, sir?" asked 
Mrs. Burton. 

" A white boat scudded around our ship to divert 
attention from the torpedo boat, and to rescue the 
men should they need assistance." 

" Did you ever kill anybody. Lieutenant?" asked 
Edna abruptly. 

" I do not know. Naval battles are not as san- 
guinary as those of the army, and are mostly at 
long range." 

" You should have an easy conscience after the 
war ends. Til wager a bale of cotton against a 
quart of red-eye, Frank cannot say as much," said 
the Judge. 

Pearson's lip curled a little and he looked sur- 
prised, as he said, " No, I cannot. Uncle. If I had 
not killed some fine fellows, they would have killed 
me. I think you legal lights call that self-defense. 
I am glad there is a lull in the bloody work. I 
have been lucky to escape with wounds, but I may 
fall in the next fight. Few persons out of the 
service have any just conception of the horrors of 
a battlefield." 

" Few landsmen appreciate the dangers of the 
sea, and the destruction of ships by winds, waves, 
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reefs, shot, shell and torpedoes. We have no chance 
of escape — ^no entrenchments nor bomb-proofs," re- 
marked Careswell. 

" I should prefer land service, where I could run 
when necessary, and be found when lost," added 
the Judge. 

The door-bell rang violently and sounds of con- 
tention were heard. The Judge opened the parlor 
door. Suke was in the hall and she said, "Dem 
Lincum sojers is heyah an* want yo', sah. I tole 
dem yo' was okupied. De cap'n sed, * Shet up yo' 
ole brack crow an' call yore marster.' I'se no brack 
crow. I'se er 'spectable cuUud 'oman." 

"Very well, Mammy, I'll attend to them," said 
the Judge, opening the front door, as Suke retired 
down the long hall grumbling loudly. 

A Union officer was on the steps, and a file of 
soldiers on the sidewalk at parade rest. The Judge 
returned the salute of the officer and asked, "Do 
you wish to see me, sir ? " 

"Yes, sir; if you are Judge Burton." 

" I am that gentleman, sir. Will you come into 
the house and state your business? " 

"Thank you, yes; it is an unpleasant duty I am 
ordered to perform." 

The lieutenant followed the Judge along the hall 
into his law library behind the parlor, took a prof- 
fered seat, and drank a little tangle-foot with him. 

" Poor stuff, Lieutenant. We have to depend on 
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home products since your very efficient blockade. 
It is no use to disguise the fact, sir, foreign wines 
don't come as they did in '62 and '63 — we could not 
pay for them if they did — so we make faces and 
drink our own rifle- whiskey. Another glass, sir? 
No? Then try a cheroot — raised the tobacco on my 
old plantation near Bonaventure — you couldn't take 
that fortress in front, could you ? Ha, ha ! " 

The Judge lighted his visitor's cigar and his own 
by a coal from the grate, leaned back in his chair, 
blew a few rings of smoke and calmly eyed his com- 
panion. 

The young officer was much embarrassed by this 
usual Southern urbanity; the voices of the ladies in 
the adjoining room softened him, and he fumbled 
as he withdrew a paper from his pocket and said 
brokenly, " It is— er — mere matter of form— er — in 
fact, an order of arrest, sir; probably because the 
general wishes to know you personally, sir — ^that is 
all." 

" I will go with pleasure, sir. Excuse me a mo- 
ment — " and the Judge opened the parlor door and 
beckoned. " My nephew. Lieutenant Pearson, of 
the Confederate army, on parole; Lieutenant Hart, 
of the Union army," said the Judge blandly. 

The gentlemen shook hands stiffly and glanced at 
each other's well-worn uniforms. 

^'And I take pleasure in presenting Lieutenant 
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Careswell, of your navy; Lieutenant Hart, Mister 
Careswell," said the Judge chuckling softly. 

Hart was much astonished at this contre coup, a 
tJnion officer in the house of his enemies, but the 
two officers shook hands warmly and Careswell 
ejaculated, "Bless my soul! Hart, if this isn't a 
surprise. How did you get out of Norfolk? " 

" Entrained, marched, rode a mule, waded 
swamps, swam rivers, and landed. Came from 
Chattanooga with Uncle Billy." 

" So? How is Captain Brush? " 

** Fine — ^has raised a mustache — ^and been pro- 
moted to major." 

"Good enough — ^and you?" 

" I am slated for captain — ^had a company for a 
month." 

" Hurry, old boy; I'm anxious to wet your com- 
mission. Judge, excuse me; let me introduce Lieu- 
tenant Hart, of Massachusetts. Hart, Judge Bur- 
ton, a distinguished member of the Georgia Bar, a 
non-combatant, and *a constitutional rebel,' Lieu- 
tenant Pearson says." 

The gentlemen shook hands and the Judge made 
a grimace to Pearson at the name of the old Bay 
State, as Careswell explained, "A constitutional 
rebel is one who justifies Secession by reserved 
rights embodied in State Constitutions, and by the 
looseness of the United States Constitution." 
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** Gentlemen, have a drink; this is Christmas 
Eve," said the Judge, as he set out the glasses. 

Memories of Bethlehem came to them and they 
forgot for a time their political differences. 

The Judge accompanied Hart and Careswell to 
Headquarters and the file of soldiers marched behind 
them. Hart reported and went about his business. 
General Geary, Colonel Willson, Careswell and the 
Judge held a long conference about local conditions; 
the latter was requested to hold himself in readiness 
to advise in city affairs, and admonished to remain 
strictly neutral. He returned home with a safe- 
conduct pass, and Careswell went to his hotel, con- 
scious of having promoted the comfort and security 
of two little rebels and a Union woman. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

** I bring glad tidings of a Savior's Irirth, 
To you and all the nations upon earth. 

• • • • • 

God's highest glory was their anthem still. 
Peace upon earth, and unto men good-will." 

Christmas dawned bright and cool ; the soldiers 
in Oglethorpe Barracks were early astir; a few 
church bells rang heart-moving chimes; U. S. flags 
waved triumphantly from houses, tents and vessels, 
and the city streets were thronged by gaping crowds 
and moving troops inspired by martial music. The 
alleys, yards and parks were full of weeds and rub- 
bish. Many stores were empty of goods. Many 
houses stood dilapidated and tenantless. Wharves 
and warehouses were in ruins. Hulks of cargoless 
vessels barely held against the river current by 
rotten hawsers. 

The statue of Pulaski brooded sadly over the 
humbled city. Sentinels, with arms glistening in 
the sun, paced their measured beats at every comer. 
Sherman's army was in possession of Savann^ and 
all its formidable forts. 
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Careswell greatly enjoyed his surroundings — 
they were so different from the environment of 
ships. He wandered a while through the business 
streets and along the docks and arrived finally at 
Headquarters, where Willson told him many stories 
of the march through Georgia. Then they went to 
Judge Burton's to Christmas dinner, tarrying on 
the way to listen to negro songs, bones and banjo 
music that came from shops and cabins. A sentinel 
patrolled before the Judge's residence, and a Union 
flag hung from a window above the entrance. The 
Judge thus honored his guests, pleased his wife, 
and protected his property — to the disgust of Pear- 
son and the girls. A hundred thousand dollars' 
worth of real estate was the stake. The friendship^ 
of army and navy insured protection, and the astute 
lawyer changed his conduct to suit the new regime. 

There had been disorder and brawls between 
citizens and soldiers during the night. Fences had 
been taken for camp-fires; chickens and pigs stolen; 
store-rooms and cellars raided, and a few negro and 
white women scared. The soldiers had followed 
Sherman's order, " Forage liberally on the coun- 
try," forgetting it applied to the country they had 
ravaged, not to the captured city. Strict orders for 
protection of persons and property had been early 
issued, but the officers found it difficult to restrain 
the jubilant soldiers. 

Colonel Willson was booted and spurred, his uni- 
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form faded and worn, and his hair too long for the 
fashion, but his handsome face and genial manners 
won all hearts and made the family forget he was 
an alien. " One cannot carry a trunk on a cam- 
paign," said he apologetically, looking down at his 
clothes. 

" Nor wear starched shirts in the cavalry," added 
Pearson. 

"Only naval officers look spick and span, with 
their gold bands, stars and anchors," remarked the 
Judge, looking at Careswell approvingly. 

"We have drawers, bunks and staterooms, and 
do not flounder around in the mud as soldiers are 
obliged to do," explained Careswell, flushing at the 
attention paid him. 

" We are a nation of tatterdemalions. We have 
worn out the vestments of prosperity and are 
clothed in the garments of adversity. We have 
brushed the cobwebs from our spinning-wheels and 
hand-looms and are busy with cotton and wool," 
observed Mrs. Burton. 

"Yes, eight million slaves and many impover- 
ished whites must be clothed and fed until another 
crop shall be raised and our industries re-estab- 
lished," added Burton. 

"Our women at the army posts are making 
clothes for the negroes, and boxes of necessary 
things come by every transport," said Careswell. 

" Well, the fanatics have turned the black cattle 
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loose and they must now take care of them. But 
a gunny sack is clothing enough for a little nig 
until he is large enough to go into the field. When 
we have a blizzard, all the family remain in bed and 
little smoke is seen from the cabin chimneys. The 
overseer has trouble getting the help out to do 
plantation chores. He says, *The only way to 
keep the slaves obedient is to flog them every Sun- 
day.' We must have them at work in the rice and 
cotton fields to keep a good bank account and a 
house in town. I suppose we shall now get a reign 
of terror such as occurred at Atlanta." 

"O, your journals and politicians malign us. 
Judge. Why do you not correct them? You were 
educated in the North and know our people better 
than they do," said the Colonel. 

" One man cannot stop a prairie fire, Colonel. 
Whoever heard of innocent non-combatants being 
driven from their homes? I agree with Hardee it 
was unnecessary and cruel." 

"The innocents of many wars were robbed, 
ravished and murdered. Sherman desired to make 
Atlanta a great military camp, and was obliged to 
expel the citizens for his own safety. They and 
their belongings were transported considerately and 
carefully to Rough and Ready by Colonel Warner, 
a kind and chivalric gentleman. People, who make 
war and support the enemy in the field, should not 
expect to escape the war measures of their con- 
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querors. We must leave the military necessity of 
the movement to General Sherman." 

" I suppose burning the city was another merci- 
ful proceeding?" 

" No; much property had been destroyed by your 
own people. We finished the destruction of shops, 
warehouses and railroads, and blew up the fortifi- 
cations. We were justified by the laws of war. 
Unfortunately the fires spread and destroyed 
private property which we had spared." 

"War is devilish business. The picnics of the 
boys in blue and the bivouacs of the lads in gray are 
not as pleasant as they were at the commencement." 

"Alas! No. Both sides were terribly deceived 
in playing soldier." 

" Gentlemen, we will go and show our valor over 
a wild turkey, which I procured for this occasion," 
said the Judge, rising and leading the way to the 
dining table. Red-berried holly, mistletoe and 
vines decorated the windows, mantels and chande- 
lier. Violets and narcissus lent beauty and frag- 
rance to the table. Fine china, cut-glass and silver 
were in profusion, and the officers were surprised 
at the unexpected display. The dinner was a 
delightful surprise to the military men, and Cares- 
well, though used to full rations and northern 
luxuries, greatly enjoyed it. The Judge had kept 
his plantation under full cultivation and hoarded 
wines and money against evil times. 
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" Chestnuts? '' exclaimed thie colonel, as he tasted 
the turkey dressing and lodced inquiringly at the 
hostess. 

"Yes; our people prefer them to oysters," said 
she. 

*' I was surprised on the march at the tender age 
at which chickens were served by the planters." 

"That is because all the grown ones had been 
stolen by the soldiers/' 

" You found our people well supplied with food, 
Colonel?" asked Burton confidently. 

"Abundantly. Sherman one day had a map 
spread upon the parlor floor of the Lyon's House, 
which he used as an office, at Atlanta, and was 
studying the country towards this city, when Gen- 
eral Beckwith, acting commissary general, came in. 
He nodded and said, 'That's where I am going, 
Beckwith.' " 

"But how will you feed the army, with the 
bridges and railroads and all our communications 
destroyed, General?" asked the latter. 

" How many inhabitants are there now in the 
state of Georgia, Beckwith?" asked Sherman. 

" About a million, I suppose." 

"Well, do you think my small army would 
starve, where a million persons can subsist?" 

" It is a serious question. General." 

"Well, you furnish three days' forage, twenty 
days' bread, and forty days' coffee, sugar and 
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beef, and we will forage in the country for the 
remainder." 

" Very well, sir. I will begin loading the wagons 
at once." 

"Sharp old rat! He knew our corn-cribs and 
smoke-houses were full, or he never would have 
ventured," commented the Judge, and every one 
laughed good-humoredly. 

" We have lived very well although the blockade 
cut off many luxuries — I have missed my tea the 
most of all," observed the hostess, looking reproach- 
fully at Careswell. 

" I will take pleasure in getting you some sou- 
chong to-morrow," said he, with some embarrass- 
ment. 

" I would not take tea from the enemy, Ma. I 
would throw it overboard, as your Puritan ances- 
tors did in Boston," said Estelle spitefully. 

"We are not enemies — ^your father declared a 
truce," said Careswell pleasantly. 

"Resign your commission then; I am a rebel 
still." 

" I wish you would be a still rebel, my daughter. 
This is a day for peace and good will. We should 
mingle charity with hospitality," said Burton^ 
gently and firmly. 

Estelle blushed at this rebuke and hated Cares- 
well for it— or thought she did. 
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" Treason to the flag ov«r the door, Judge/' said 
the colonel laughing, but Pearson only scowled. 

" I suppose General Foster will follow up his at- 
tack at Pocotaligo, and Sherman will advance along 
the railroad to Charleston?" said the Judge in an 
indifferent tone to Willson. 

" I would not tell you if I could, and I could not 
if I would, Judge. Such matters are secrets of the 
general staff. I doubt if the general has thought of 
anything, yet, except to make the city secure and 
the soldiers comfortable." 

" If General Johnston had not made so many dis- 
graceful retreats, you would still be west of the 
Chattahoochee." 

"That is a misconception of circumstances. If 
he had not retreated in a masterly manner, his army 
would have been captured or destroyed. He is one 
of your best generals. Sherman was afraid of his 
strategy and watched his movements anxiously. 
When we worked round his flanks and had him 
almost trapped, he would slip away like a fox. He 
seemed to know just the hour, yes, just the minute, 
to begin to withdraw. He fought cautiously on 
the defensive to spare his men until he saw some 
advantageous opening, when nothing but over- 
whelming numbers could repel the fury of his 
attack." 

" Indeed ! We thought Hood would have done 
better — ^he is brave and reckless." 
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"Yes; Hood was a fighter except at CassviIIe. 
We thought he would hold his grand strategic 
position there and give us a great battle, but, it 
is said, jealousy of his commanding general in- 
duced him to abandon his advantage." 

" You astonish me, Colonel. Have we been un- 
just to Johnston?" 

''Our side thinks so. His health is broken — 
and I fear his heart, also." 

" Little Joe agrees with you, Colonel. It is the 
doings of that black snake, Davis, in Richmond. 
He plans campaigns on foolscap, and commands by 
telegraph the armies in the field," exclaimed Pear- 
son excitedly. 

" O, we have the same meddling from Washing- 
ton. Halleck, Stanton, Toucey and Welles are 
mighty warriors," declared Careswell scornfully. 

" General Wheeler likes to take the initiative 
and therefore often leads his cavalry out of reach 
of orders. If we had had as many men as Kil- 
patrick, we would have driven you into the 
Savannah, Colonel," exclaimed Pearson excitedly. 

"Perhaps?" said Willson, with an amused look 
at Burton, who laughed at his nephew's enthus- 
iasm. 

" I wish I could make uniforms, fill cartridges, or 
do something for the cause," said Estelle quietly. 

" It would be treason to the Nation, as much as 
fighting is," said Careswell. 
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" Not to the Confederacy, Lieutenant/' com- 
mented the Judge mildly. " Fealty to Georgia is 
our duty, however you may consider the attempt to 
establish the Confederacy. It is an academic ques- 
tion to be decided by logic and law, not by gunpow- 
der and bullets.'* 

" It would have been a blessed result, if it could 
have been thus solved — ^but why did you fire on 
Sumter?" asked Willson. 

" Because you Northerners would not listen to 
reason, and we wished you to understand we in- 
tended to fight for our rights." 

" Ah ! Judge, the extremists were afraid some of 
your states would not join in the rebellion, and 
South Carolina fired the first gun to hurry them 
into secession. That overt act destroyed all hope 
of peaceful settlement, aroused the North to de- 
termined resistance, and, making faces across the 
Mason and Dixon line, we have prosecuted a bloody 
war until the Nation is prostrated." 

"Yes, sir; establishing the Confederacy is a lost 
cause. We should now make an honorable peace. 
You dare not treat us as traitors. Our men should 
lay down their arms and return to peaceful pursuits. 
It will come hardest to the former officers of the 
United States army and navy." 

" Yes ; I suppose they will fight until, like Sheri- 
dan in the Shenandoah Valley, they have not more 
than enough ammunition for one more respectable 
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engagement. But they can take foreign service, 
or find work in developing the vast resources of the 
South. They will always be your heroes." 

" Yes," added Careswell, " the light on Sumter 
and the one on Saint Michael's church steeple, 
which now guide blockade-runners into Charleston, 
will be extinguished. The lamps of the Govern- 
ment light-houses will again flash their rays over 
the sea to guide honest ships into safe harbors." 

"There will be no need of them," said Estelle 
bitterly; "Charleston in flames would illuminate 
the way, as burning Atlanta lighted Sherman's path 
to the coast." 

Careswell felt the rebuke and admired its sharp- 
ness. Estelle was a true child of the South, reared 
among slaves and taught by aristocrats. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

" So passed that pageant. Ere another camei 
The visionary scene was wrapped in smoke* 
Whose sulph'rous wreaths were crossed by sheets of flame ; 
With every flash a bolt explosive broken 
• • • • • - • 

For war a new and dreadful language spoke.'* 

Sherman and his tired veterans rested and re- 
cuperated a month in the city they had so gallantly 
won. Rejoicing and music and fireworks went up 
and down the coast from camp to camp and ship 
to ship in celebration of victory. The people of 
the North were wild with delight and prophesied a 
speedy ending of the rebellion. The military and 
naval cordon was drawn closer around the hated 
city, where treason had been hatched and secession 
baptized in the blood of the loyal defenders of 
Sumter. 

The month of January was full of activity and 
war. The monitor Patapsco was sunk by a tor- 
pedo; the gunboat Dia Ching got aground in the 
Combahee and fought Tar Bluff Fort seven hours, 
when she was set on fire and abandoned; Fort 
Fisher was assaulted and captured, and Wilming- 
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ton, the only remaining entrepot of the Confederacy, 
surrendered. 

General Sherman and his army left Savannah in 
the care of General Foster, February First, and 
crossing the Savannah River on pontoons, marched 
away to the north, the right wing advancing inland 
from Beaufort. They brushed away the weak Con- 
federate line of defense along the Salkehatchie; de- 
stroyed fifty miles of the South Carolina railroad 
near Midway, and received, February 17th, the sur- 
render of Columbia — Beauregard and Hampton 
with the cavalry having discreetly retired towards 
North Carolina. 

Combined attacks by the navy and army were 
made at Stono River, Georgetown, Bulls Bay and 
Pocotaligo; the Charleston and Gulf Railroad was 
seized, and the bridges on the TuUifinny and Coos- 
awhatchie rivers were guarded. 

Admiral Dahlgren was at Bulls Bay, the i6th, 
where gunboats were shelling the fort and 1500 
troops were ready to land. He went the same day 
to Stono; saw great fires in the fated city, and 
heard rumors that Charleston was being evacuated. 

On the 17th, the attack was continued at Bulls 
Bay in order to cut the railroad north, and at Stono, 
to force surrender of Fort Pringle; and Cummin's 
Point Fort (Battery Gregg) and two monitors fired 
all day and all night at Sumter and Moultrie. Cau- 
tious advances next morning, the i8th, found empty 
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forts and spiked cannon. Qiarleston and its de- 
fenses had been abandoned by General Hardee, who 
had escaped by the railroad past Bulls Bay and 
taken the brave defenders with him. His retreat 
was skilfully planned and perfectly executed. The 
guiding lanterns on Sumter and St. Michael were 
not lighted. The Swamp Angel was silent. Bat- 
tery Bee had lost its sting. The Confederate iron- 
clads Ashley, Chicora, Charleston and Palmetto 
State lay uninjured in the harbor. Union flags 
waved over the deserted fortifications and appeared 
at a few points in the city. Troops were moved 
rapidly behind the breastworks, which they had so 
long assailed in front. The fires in cotton and ware- 
houses were extinguished. General Gilmore re- 
ceived the surrender of the city from the disheart- 
ened mayor and established martial law. Com- 
panies and regiments marched jauntily through the 
deserted streets and occupied buildings and outposts. 
Admiral Dahlgren and his staff passed the harbor 
obstructions safely in a small steamer and co-oper- 
ated with Gilmore in establishing order along the 
water front. 

But neither man had conquered the city. It 
was made untenable by the Confederates by General 
Sherman, who had destroyed its communications 
with the interior and threatened its people with 
starvation. 

The Union soldiers and sailors were wild with 
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delight over the capture of the traitors* nest; ships 
and camps were scenes of joyous festivity, and night 
was made glorious by music and fireworks. Every- 
one believed the Confederacy had received a mortal 
wound and peace would soon be declared. 

" I hope you are satisfied with being in the thick 
of the fray?" remarked Lieutenant Bloss at the 
evening smoke-talk on board the Nautilus after 
Careswell's return from the Stono fight. 

" I am not only contented, but really happy to 
see plenty of active service. We learned how to 
fight at Annapolis, but the real thing is tamer than 
drilling under Luce and Lockwood.*' 

" How was it Mingus was hurt?" 

"We rowed towards the bank, fired the bow 
howitzer rapidly, and made the rebs dance to the 
canister-shot. Mingus got excited and, instead of 
crouching behind the gun to shield himself, stood 
up in the storm of bullets and caught one. It was 
meant for me, perhaps, as it went through my coat 
sleeve." 

" What a fool to take a needless risk. He ought 
to have laid low like the rest of the crew. He's 
no chicken, however. He fought at the after pivot 
gun on the Kearsarge, when Captain Winslow sank 
the Alabama." 

" Yes, a salty sea-dog, full of fight like all the 
Prussians. The surgeon says, he will pull through 
aU right." 
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"How about Robbins?'' 

"I tell you, Bloss, that was a miracle. The 
minie ball went through his left lung between the 
collar-bone and heart, right among the great ves- 
sels. Yet, he is getting well, but the Fleet Sur- 
geon is to send him home. He's done for this war. 
I feel badly about him. I put him into my cutter 
as stroke oarsman because I knew some of his folks 
down in Maine. And now — It was a fool business 
anyway, shelling that wrecked blockade-runner al- 
ready empty and ruined, and then sending us on 
shore with two armed boats to examine her. 
Through the surf, too; and only a few miles from 
Georgetown. The rebs heard the guns and their 
cavalry came after us. My boat was half filled in 
the surf just as the blood spouted and Robbins fell 
into my arms. I held him on the seat with my 
knees, while I poled with a boat-hook and yelled at 
the men, and those devils behind the salt-works we 
had partly destroyed kept all the time firing at us. 
If Howard had not got his boat afloat and kept his 
crew busy with their carbines, we would have been 
food for sharks, or skeletons at Andersonville 
Prison." 

" Yes, but didn't the cavalry run, when we 
shelled the beach and the woods. Some men and 
horses did not go far, you remember." 

" No, curse them f I would rather scout Florida 
swamps in the night, than fight rebs from boats in 
a surf." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

^ A wearied serpent glittering in the vale, 
Where rising mist-like gleam the tented camps.** 

Judge Burton and his daughters visited Beau- 
fort, a few days after the fall of Charleston, and 
the Nautilus arrived in Port Royal, after her crew 
had had shore leave in the fallen city and picked 
souvenirs off from Calhoun's tomb. Careswell re- 
ceived a note from the Judge and got a short leave 
of absence. His reception was cordial, and he was 
surprised at the altered sentiments of the girls to- 
wards the Union forces. The father's conservat- 
ism and the mother's Union sympathies had made 
the daughters realize the principles influencing the 
enemy, and they were less violent in their con- 
demnation. They had felt the falling Confed- 
eracy would destroy all hope and crush their 
hearts, but, as grief over defeats became less poig- 
nant through frequency, they became resigned to 
fate, and concluded their beloved country would re- 
main their home after the covetous Yankees had 
conquered and departed. 

Savannah had passed through the ordeal of the 
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conqueror; public order and commerce had been 
restored, and living even under martial law had be- 
come endurable and enjoyable. Charleston was 
beginning to thrill with the spirit of civilization, 
as military barbarism lessened, and would soon be 
restored little injured to her citizens. All was not 
lost; homes would remain, and reunited families 
would soon renew the old, happy life of the 
Southron. 

Beaufort was thronged by soldiers, sailors and 
contrabands, and sentinels patrolled at every comer 
and maintained order among the motley crowd. 
The Burtons were enjoying the hospitality at 
Headquarters, and Mrs. S was assisted in en- 
tertaining by many Northern ladies. Captain 
Stillwell, of the gunboat Ottawa, placed a cutter 
at Careswell's disposal and several excursions were 
made to the neighboring islands. The walks, rides, 
sails and house-parties were much enjoyed, and 
Estelle and Careswell became better acquainted. 

A schoolmate of the girls resided on a cotton 
plantation fronting the Sound at the northern end 

of Saint Helena Island, and Mrs. S and the 

girls went in the cutter to the estate, where the 
home had been protected and the broad acres culti- 
vated by a host of faithful negroes, who, no longer 
slaves, preferred to remain in their cabins and serve 
their old master and mistress, rather than to go 
away to become vagabonds and beggars. 
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A southeast gale arose during the day and scat- 
tered orange and lemon blossoms over the lawn J 
tKe wild honeysuckle and jasmine buds shriveled 
in the harsh wind and torrential rain, and the pines 
sang mournfully along the shore. The sea became 
boisterous; logs and dugouts went adrift; the cut- 
ter was moved near the house, and the sailors were 
sheltered in a cabin. The tide rose rapidly; great 
seas rolled into the Sound; cabins were flooded; 
the frightened negroes fled to higher ground; the 
hurricane broke off limbs and blew down great 
trees, roaring with the fury of a tropical storm. 
The plantation was nearly covered by a raging sea ; 
the frail mansion swayed and creaked with every 
blast of the gale, and the sailors had difficulty in 
keeping their boat uninjured at the front piazza. 
The ladies were pale and terrified. 

Mrs. B , the hostess, — ^hcr husband was in 

the Confederate army — ^had never before seen, dur- 
ing twenty years' residence, the water over the path 
by the river. 

The house was surrounded by a raging sea. The 
high banks were mere knolls, crowded by cattle 
and n^joes. Drifting fence rails and logs rushed 
past and threatened the foundations of the buildings 
and the lives of the people. 

Careswell was considering what they had better 
do, when screams arose above the roaring storm 
from the negroes upon the knolls, and they rushed 



Digitized by 



Google 



264 SOUTHERN BUDS 

into dugouts and skiffs which had been early 
secured. They paddled and poled out upon the 
tumbling sea and down river behind Hunting 
Island, where the waves were less boisterous, and 
landed upon higher ground. The attempt was 
desperate, but the cause imperative. The black 
snakes, rattle-snakes and copperheads, driven from 
the lowlands by the advancing flood, sought safety 
upon the banks and knolls and drove the frightened 
negroes into the boats. 

Horrors! They were coming with erect heads, 
fiery eyes and writhing bodies upon the lawn round 
the house where the water was rising rapidly. They 
would soon be climbing the piazza and besieging 
the dwelling. 

** Coxwain, get the men into the boat quick and 
stand by to take the ladies!'* shouted Careswell 
above the howling gale. "Ladies, take plenty of 
wraps and your valuables and get into the boat im- 
mediately!" cried he, as he burst into the house. 

They came quickly and filled the stem-sheets of 
the cutter, and it was shoved off just as a myriad 
of advancing serpents drew themselves out of the 
water, twined about the posts, and covered the steps 
and piazza with slimy, writhing, hideous forms. 

" Carefully, Coxwain ! Ease her to the seas, you 
know. Steady, men! Be careful not to catch any 
crabs now, or the snakes might catch us/' said the 
lieutenant cheerily. 
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"Merciful Heavens! See the snakes upon the 
piazza ! " cried Mrs. B , brushing tears of part- 
ing from her eyes. 

"See them around us!" exclaimed Estdle 
excitedly. 

"Heaven protect us!" murmured Mrs. S . 

"Smash 'em!'* commanded Edna, striking with 
her parasol at a snake that had coiled round a 
stroke oar. 

Snakes were around the boat ever3nvhere, swim- 
ming for life, clinging to the dipping oars, pushing 
their necks over the gunwale, and dashing against 
the stern, as it dropped into the hollows of the 
seas. 

The sailors took their knives between their teeth 
and fought them between strokes; the bow oarsmen 
laid in their oars and struck them with boat hooks; 
the coxwain beat them back with the tiller-ropes; 
the lieutenant slashed them with his sword, and 
Edna and Estelle joined the battle with their para- 
sols. The other ladies sat speechless and shudder- 
ing, too terrified for observation or defense. 

Onward flew the boat surrounded by its grew- 
some escort, yet, safe in control of good sailors and 
an alert and cool-headed officer. The hurricane 
howled; the water blew in sheets across the river; 
the seas smoothed somewhat in the narrower pass- 
ages; the snakes swam to the western shore or 
drowned, and the excursion party arrived safely at 
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Beaufort, soaked by rain and salt water and ex- 
hausted by excitement and fatigue. 

Many plantations were ruined by the hurricane 
and tidal wave, and many persons were drowned 
upon the sea islands. Every one on ship and shore 
considered the experience marvelous, the conduct 
of the boat's crew above praise, and Careswell a 
hero. 

Estelle's eyes had a beady glitter as she related 
the story to her friends, and her father declared 
she was bewitched. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

~ Onward Christian soldievB^ 
Marching as to war, 
With the cross of Jesna 
Going on before.'* 

Onward to repress treason, liberate the slaves, 
recover national property, and restore the mad, 
seceding states to the beneficent Union. 

Sherman's veterans continued their triumphant 
march through the Confederacy by way of Fayette- 
ville and Goldsboro to assail Lee in the rear and 
join Grant's army in Virginia, thus exposing its 
weakness and pretense of power. Hardee's army 
disputed the advance at Averysboro, but was de- 
feated. Hampton's Cavalry, supported by infantry, 
attacked the Federals at Bentonville with such 
desperate courage, that it won a partial victory 
and its last battle. Had Governor McGrath, of 
South Carolina, not recalled the iioo state troops 
just before this contest, many lives might have been 
spared and a greater victory won. But the bale- 
ful influence of state rights weakened the forces in 
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the field and brought disaster on more ttian this 
occasion. 

The Union army rallied and advanced through 
Raleigh to the beautiful country beyond it, where 
the Confederate army had retreated and united its 
corps and divisions for a desperate battle under 
General Joe Johnston, now restored to favor and 
wily and resourceful as always. 

Coincident with Sherman's advance, many sui>- 
ply vessels and men-of-war rendezvoused near Beau- 
fort, N. C, to render assistance should he need it,* 
or to transport his troops by water to Virginia. 
The ninety-six vessels off Charleston and the many 
blockaders along the coast had little to do now, and 
were gradually reduced in number and ordered 
home, although the blockade was maintained 
strictly at places where the rebels still held the in- 
terior country. Admiral Dahlgren continued to 
stamp out the embers of rebellion, as at George- 
town, in March, where six torpedo boats and iron- 
clads were captured and his flag-ship Harvest 
Moon was blown up by a torpedo, although zealous 
associates and unscrupulous journalists constantly 
maligned his motives and character. New Orleans 
and Mobile were vulnerable to attack from ships, 
but Charleston was impregnable from the sea. He 
could not take it with his fleet, and Gilmore and 
his army would not co-operate harmoniously with 
him. 
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The Nautilus was stationed in the mouth of the 
Savannah River, removing obstructions and tor- 
pedoes, and Careswell made several visits to the 
city. Judge Burton, Pearson and the young ladies 
took him out to the Bonaventure Plantation, one 
spring afternoon when the buds were bursting and 
the birds were singing love carols in the gardens. 
Many negroes were planting the great fields; the 
pine tassels were tipped with lighter green; the live- 
oaks clothed in ruffled leaves; and the violets, jas- 
mine, and Cherokee roses about the picturesque 
mansion perfumed the warm southerly breeze and 
whispered of summer. A great wistaria vine, 
loaded with purple flowers, covered the side of the 
house and shaded the piazza from the ardent sun, 
and in the shade Careswell wiped his perspiring 
brow and Estelle played with the blossoms. They 
had tired of the agricultural demonstrations of the 
enthusiastic Judge, explored the interior of the 
house, wandered along the piazza, admiring the 
views of broad acres, sylvan dells and fringing 
forests, and now rested thoughtful and silent in 
wicker chairs. 

"The South is delightful in spring and the 
scenery west of the cotton-belt is beautiful, but the 
flat sameness of the pine-belt and its widely sep- 
arated houses are tiresome. I long for the green 
valleys, rugged hills, brown rocks and dark spruces 
of my own New England. One of our marines 
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died lately from homesickness — Nostalgia, the sur- 
geon called it. There were no symptoms of organic 
disease," remarked Careswell languidly. 

" How strange ! I did not know homesickness 
could kill. I am sorry you do not like the South. 
You would not like to live here?" 

"I like the people better than the country. 
There is fascination in your Southern manners, a 
suavity beyond description. The Nautilus is soon 
going North — I may not see you again, Miss Bur- 
ton, Estelle. I am only happy when near you. I 
think of you when away from you. The lady's 
face in the moon resembles you and smiles as I 
walk the deck on watch. I love you, Estelle, and 
want you to be my wife. Will you be mine, dearest 
and best of the world? Will you go with me to 
my people, to my own New England?" 

He laid his hand upon Estelle's arm and tried to 
read her answer in her eyes and mien. Estelle re- 
mained silent, tearing a purple wistaria panicle to 
shreds. There was a triumphant light in her eyes 
and a proud independence in her face as she re- 
plied, " I am glad you like me. I am surprised you 
should after the speeches I have made against 
Yankees. You are the best one I have ever known 
and I admire and like you. You have been kind 
to us. You saved our lives. I am grateful; I wish 
to be considerate and friendly, but — I cannot love 
an enemy of my country. I cannot leave the balmy 
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air and warm hearts of the South. I could not go 
to your land of cold hearts and frigid homes/' 

" How cruel to talk that way. You have snow 
and ice occasionally. Do they affect your hearts 
and homes? We are not personal enemies. The 
war will soon be ended and we shall no longer be 
public ones. Only be mine, dearest, and you shall 
decide our dwelling place. We can go north in 
summer, when the sunlight is pleasant there and 
dangerous here. I want your love — ^I will do 
everything to make you happy." 

Estelle was pale and unmoved. Careswell dared 
not attempt a caress, but stood at attention as if on 
dress parade. He bent towards her and trembled 
with expectation, but she released her arm from his 
eager hand, and a pink flush spread over her face 
as she said, " Would you resign your commission 
and live in Savannah?" 

" I could not do that. I have no income except 
my pay, and I would not like to leave the navy. I 
am in the line of promotion and may some time be 
an admiral." 

" Indeed ! But you might study law with pa — 
he would advance money to help you and insure 
your success at the Bar." 

" Not for a world would I become a parasite of 
your kind-hearted, affluent father. Think well 
what you ask. Miss Burton; a sacrifice of my naval 
career and a struggle for life among an alien and' 
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hostile people — ^but I love you — ^is there no other 
way?" 

" No other way," said Estelle quietly and firmly, 
turning her face away from him and plucking a 
cluster of royal purple flowers from the luxuriant 
vine that hid them from observation. 

" No— other — ^way," said he slowly, sorrow- 
fully; "then, good-bye, Miss Burton; please make 
my adieux to others of our party — I must return to 
duty/' 

Before Estelle could reconsider, explain, or utter 
a kind word, Careswell had mounted the saddle- 
horse, which he had ridden out beside the carriage, 
and galloped out of sight along the driveway of the 
plantation. Hot blood surged to his head; he un- 
consciously spurred the horse cruelly, and fled with 
wild speed into the city. His mind was turbulent 
with conflicting emotions; his movements were 
strangely agitated; but he became calmer, as he 
walked to the boat-landing and muttered, " No 
other way 1 Love based on dishonorable conditions 
is worthless. Estelle doesn't love me, or she would 
never have made them. Her will shall not domi- 
nate mine. Her temper is too strong and her 
treason too blatant to be agreeable. I will never 
see her again." 

Estelle, left alone upon the piazza, tore her bunch 
of flowers apart and threw them spitefully on the 
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floor. She buried her face in her hands, rested her 
head upon the rail and remained some time quiet 
and thoughtful. She realized she had refused a 
noble man, and lost a chance for world-wide ex- 
perience and continuous social pleasure in the 
highest circles of society. She shed a few tears, 
more a result of pique than of regret, and sighed, 
" I will miss him much. Perhaps, he may return. 
He was too abrupt, like all his countrymen." 

Judge Burton returned from the gardens with 
Edna and Pearson, and, seeing the piazza floor 
strewn with blossoms, said, "A battle with flow- 
ers?" Then noticing Estelle's averted face, con- 
tinued, "Or has it been more serious? Where is 
the lieutenant?" 

"Gk)ne to the city. He asked me to make his 
adieux, as he was obliged to return to duty." 

The judge glanced sharply at Estelle and under- 
stood what had happened. He regretted the loss of 
a good fellow, whose youthful enthusiasm and ex- 
travagant speeches he enjoyed. He suspected his 
daughter had been exacting and unreasonable, or 
her lover would not have departed so unceremoni- 
ously. When he learned she had made her accept- 
ance conditional like a French mariage de con- 
venance, he became angry with her and sympath- 
ized heartily with the rejected suitor, although he 
had really rejected himself. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

\ 

** No more shall the war cry sever* 
Or the winding river be red." 

Richmond yielded at last to a greatly superior 
force, superbly armed and equipped, because of 
lack of food, ammunition and men ; and Grant's in- 
vincible army marched by the light from burning 
buildings through and beyond the city; arrested the 
rioting, robbery and conflagration, and faced the 
shattered, suffering army of Lee on the fields by the 
Appomatox. The able leader of the " Lost Cause " 
met the magnanimous leader of the American Union 
and the terrible war was ended. " Take your horses 
home with you, you will need them for the spring 
plowing," said Grant. 

General Johnston, wily and shrewd, inveigled the 
generous Sherman into terms of surrender, which 
were rejected by Grant and Lincoln because they 
granted political concessions that the Union of- 
ficer had no authority to consider. But they were 
soon amended; Sherman, in the meantime, issued 
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250,000 anny rations to the starving Southern 
army; Johnston disbanded his forces, and the men 
scattered to their homes. 

" The capture of all our workshops for ammuni- 
tion and repair of arms," wrote Johnston to his 
fleeing Government, "the impossibility of recruit- 
ing our little army, opposed by more than ten times 
its number (siCj he was prone to exaggerate), or 
of supplying it except by robbery of our citizens, 
destroyed all hope of successful war. I have made 
a convention with Major-General Sherman to avoid 
the crime of waging a hopeless war." 

Despatches brought soon the glorious news of 
victory to the naval squadrons; the blockade was 
relaxed; sailors and soldiers became wild with ex- 
ultation, and celebrated in the convivial and pyro- 
tcchnical ways known to the services. Old Glory 
waved everywhere now, except in Texas and in the 
Pacific Ocean, where news of peace traveled slowly, 
officers were incredulous, and some leaders obsti- 
nate. The last vessel of the Confederate navy, the 
steam bark Shenandoah, continued to cruise and 
burn whale ships into the summer, and Captain 
Waddell, notified at last by a British vessel, made 
the long voyage to Liverpool in the ship without a 
flag or a country, a pirate in fact, and surrendered 
her to the British Government. 

News of the assassination of President Lincoln 
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came one day like a withering blast to the navy, and 
the lowest and highest men of the service shuddered 
and wept as they talked of the dastardly deed. 
Every one felt he had lost a dear friend, a beloved 
commander. Although Booth's conspiracy was 
limited to a few individuals, it was justly regarded 
as an expression of the hatred of the South for the 
North. The murder increased the loyalty and de- 
votion of every Union man, and awoke the war 
spirit of the Nation, which had been lulled to sleep 
beneath a coverlid of Charity. 

Judge Burton declared, " The South has lost one 
of the bulwarks of freedom; a man whom the 
Southern people could have trusted to treat them 
with the broadest charity during her official recon- 
struction." 

The Nautilus came into Charleston and anchored 
near the wharves, where shore leave was given the 
crew, and all had opportunity to examine the interior 
of the forts and to see the destruction caused by 
their cannon. Careswell was surprised by a visit 
from Pearson, and the two friendly enemies wan- 
dered through the streets, fortifications and ships 
for several days. Pearson could not find his horse 
and never did. He had received a delayed document 
from Richmond promoting him to captain in the 
Confederate army, a prize honorably won and now 
officially useless. He reported Lieutenant Pitcher, 
now promoted to major, had bought the Eaves' 
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Plantation next to Colonel Monk's and was to be 
married to Harriet in June; Judge Burton had 
saved his property and would continue his law prac- 
tice, and Edna was to finish her education at Balti- 
more. Not a word about Estelle did he utter. 
Delicacy of sentiment restrained him — or perhaps, 
a selfish motive, as she had promised to marry him 
in June. 

" Why don't y^ou come over to Savannah and see 
us? The Judge often speaks of you with hearty 
commendation." 

"Thank you, I cannot spare the time. I have 
just been promoted to lieutenant-commander, and 
am preparing for a stiff examination at the New 
York Navy Yard. We sail for home next Satur- 
day." 

The beautiful ship left the dilapidated, shot-riven 
city and the harbor vessels behind her and pointed 
for the open sea. She steamed out between Sumter 
and Moultrie before a strong southwest breeze and 
dipped her flag to the forts, which fluttered theirs 
up and down, as her crew cheered wildly in response 
to the farewell cheers of the harbor fleet. Cares- 
well lifted his cap in final farewell to the miasmatic 
land where Estelle languished, and, exulting at the 
sight of the starry banner waving over the shattered 
walls of Sumter, recalled to memory a song of his 
school days, 
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« Our flag is there I Our flag is there t 
Well hail it with three loud huzzahs ! 
Our flag is there 1 Our flag b there ! 
Behold the glorious stripes and stars I ** 

A nervous crinkle ran down his spine, tears filled 
his eyes and he turned his face towards home. His 
work was done. 

* * W « :♦ ♦ 

The great wistaris^ at the Bonaventure Plantation 
is again loaded with its wealth of purple blossoms, 
and shades the piazza from the summer sun, where a 
Southern Bud and a Son of War had a battle royal, 
and decided there was " no other way." 

The still beautiful and spirited Estelle is taking 
her siesta in a hammock there, but cannot sleep be- 
cause of a new naval romance by Rear-Admiral 
Harry Careswell, which she had received with the 
author's compliments. 

The debonair and courtly Captain Pearson sits 
nearby, blowing rings of smoke from his cigar into 
the great vine, and reading " The Charleston News 
and Courier.'* 

" Frank, it was just such an afternoon as this, on 
this piazza, that Careswell and I quarreled, and 
now he has sent me his book." 

" Well, he married that lovely Creole from New 
Orleans, and I guess he does not regret it." 

" Perhaps not; neither do I." Was it a sigh that 
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mingled with the westerly zephyrs? "Do you 
know, I think these marriages between aliens, or 
persons of different sentiments and political opin- 
ions, generally prove unhappy?" 

" We cannot often determine the degree of har- 
mony in a family, but Harriet and Pitcher seem 
happy, and Edna and her Boston husband coo like 
mated doves, and find their greatest happiness upon 
the shelves of the Copley Library." 

"Edna is a 'bluestocking' like her Yankee 
mother, and should have married you for antithesis." 

" Perhaps, — I don't believe this Ginner's Report 
of cotton ginned is within five thousand bales of 
the quantity." 

Estelle sighed deeply behind her book, and con- 
tinued to commune with the spirit that scorched her 
soul from the printed page. 

Finis. 
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